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..  PROLOUUE 


Ow u't poſſible to ſuffice 
So many Ears, ſc many Ee ? 


Some 3n wit, ſome in ſhows 
T ake delight, and ſome in Clothes ; 
Some for mirth they cheifly come, _ 
Some for paſſion, for both ſome ; : 
Some for laſciviou meetings, that"s their arrans j 
Some to detratt, and ignorance their warrant, ; 
How u«'t poſſible to pleaſe [ 
Opinion tos'd in ſuch wilde Seas ) Wl [ 
Tet I donbt not, if Attention | 
Seize you above, and Apprehenſion 1 
You below, to take things quickly, 

we ſhall both make you ſad, and tick/e ye, 
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The Actors Names. 


Ir 0tiver Twilight, a rich old Knight, 

Philip his Son, ſeryant to Miftreſs Grace. 
Sandfeld, friend to Philip, ſervanc to Miftreſs Zane. 
Mr. S#»/er, true Father of Miſtreſs Grace, | 
Mr. Low-watey, a decayed Gentleman. 

Sir Gs1bert Lamb ſton | 

Mr. zFeatherwiſe Suirors to the Lady Goldeg- 
Mr. Pepperton fleece. 

Mr. Overdon 5 

Mr. Bevers/, Brother (0 Miſtreſs Low- watere 

Datch Merchant, 

Dutch Boy. 

Savor-wit, Sir Oliver's man. 

Footman. 

Pickadille, Lady Golden- fleeces Fool. 
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Lady Twilight. 

Lady Golden fleece, a rich Widow, 

Miſtreſs Low- water. | 

Miftreſs Grace, $#»/ets Daughter, but ſappoſed T w- 
lights. | | | 

Miſtreſs 7aze, T wilights Daughter , but ſuppoſed 

£ Sunſets ; Sb. | 

ym | The Scene 
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'NO Like a WOMANS. 
(Help) | 


” RET mates. 
— , 


ACtT, 


Enter Philip, Sir Oliver Twilights Son, with Savor? | 
wit his Fathers man, / 
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FTE £74 Am at my wits ends $4avor-wrt. 
RCA) Savory. AndTIamevn follow: 7 

ing after you as faſt avI can 5 

DE Fad Sir. | 
Phil IT "wa will be forc'd from me ; ny Plea- 

ure / 

'  Sav. Talk no more on't Sir ; how cah there be 

; any hope Yth' middle , when w are both at oor wits: 

; end in the beginning ? My invention was nev*c fo Bra: 

: vel'd ſince 1 firſt ſet out uporre. 

| Phil Nor does my ſtop ſtick onely in this wheel) 

- Though it be a main vexation, but I'm grared 

Irta dear abſolute Friend, yong Mr. Saxafield. 

' FSIFav. I there's another rub too. 

' Phil. Who ſuppoſes . | M 

That I make love to his affeted Miftreſs, br, 
| When *tis my Father works againſt the peace 5 


| Of both our ſpirits; and woes unknown to meZ \ * 
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F' No wit like a Womans. 


He ftrikes ont ſparks of undeſerved anger, 
'Bwixt old Steel friendſhip, and new Stony bate : 
As much forgetful of the merry hours, 
The circuits of our youth hath ſpent and woro, 
As if they had not been, or we not born. 

Sav. See where he comes. 


Exter Sand field E 


$andf.. Unmerciful in torment ! 
Will his diſeaſe never forſake mine eye 
Phil. It muſt be ki'd firſt, if it grow ſo painful ; 
Wark it out ſtrongly at one time, that ch'anguiſh 
May never more come near thy precious ſight. 
If my eternal ſleep will give thee reſt, 
Cloſe up mine eyes with opening of my Breſt. 
Sandf. 1 feel thy wrongs at midnighr, and the 
weight 
Of thy cloſe Treacheries : Thou haſt a friendſhip 
As dangerous as a Scrumpets, that will kiſs 
Men into poverty, diftreſs, and ruine. 
And to mzke clear the face of thy foul deeds, 
Th-u work*f by Seconds. 
Phil. Then may the ſharp point of an inward 
borror 
Strike me to eartb, and ſavethy weapon puiltleſs. 
Sandf. Not in thy Father ? 
Phil. How much is truth abus'd, when *cis kept 
filent ! 
Phil. O defend me Friendſhip ! 
Sav. | rue ; your anger's in an error all this 
while, vir ; | 
But that a Lovers weapon now hears reaſon, 
'Tis our till like a mad mans ; hear but me Sir. 
"Ts my yorg Maſters injury, apt yours, 
That you quarrel with him for z and this ſhows 
As 


As if ywould challenge a lame man the field, 
And cut off's head, becauſe he has loſt his Legs, 
His grief makes him dead fleſh, asit appear'd 
By off: ing up his Breft to you ; - for belieye it Sir, 
Had he not greater crofles of his own, 
Your Hilts could not croſs him — 

Saxdf. How? | 

S$av. Not your Hilts Sir. 2 
Come I muſt have you friends, a pox of weapons ; 
wg" 5 Whore gapes for'c ; put it vp 'h* Scab- 

ard, | 

Sandf. Thou'rt a made ſlave. | 
\ , Sav. Come, give me both your hands, . _ 
Yeare in a Quagmire both; ſhould I releaſe you 
now, 


Your wits would both come home in a ſtinking 

Ee « Ji ns 

Your Fathers old Noſe would ſmell you out preſent- 
ly. 


Phil. Tell him the Secret, which no mortal knows 
Burt thou and I, and then he will confeſs  _ 
How rauch he wrong'd the patience of his Friend. 
| $av. Then thus the Marigold opens at the ſplendor 
Of a hot conſtant friendſhip *cwixt you both :. | 
*Tis not unknown to your ear, ſometen years lince, 
My Miſtreſs bis good Mother, with a Daughter 
About the age of fix, croſſing to {eriſey OD 
Was taken by the Dz»birks,fold both, and ſeparated, 
As the laſt news brings bor; the firſt and laſt 

So much diſcover'd ; for in nine years ſpace. 

No certain tidings of their life or death, ... 

Or what place held *em, Earth, the Sea, or Heaven, 

Came to the old mans ears, the Knight my Mafter , 

Till about five moneths fince, a Letter came, 

Sent from the Mother, which related all - 

Their taking, ſelling, ſeparation, a 
A 4 W £24 
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And never meeting ; and withal required 
Six hundred Crowns for Ranſom, which my old Ma- 
{ter 
No ſoner heard the ſound, but told the ſum, 
Gave him the Gold, and fent us both aboard ; 
We landing by the way, having a care 
To lighten us of our carriage, becauſe Gold 
Is ſuch a heavy metral, eas'd our Pockets 
In Wenches Aprons; Women were made to bear, 
< Bur for us Gentlemen *tis moſt unkindly, 
£ Sandf. Well Sir. 
Phil. Apure Rogue fill / 
Fd S$av. Amongſt ebe reſt Sir 
"Twas my yong Maſters chance there to dote finely 
Upon a {wee: yong Gentlewoman ; bur one 
That wou.d not fell her honor for the Indies, 
Till a Prieſt ſtreck the bargain,and then half a crown 
diſpatche it. 
To be brief, Wedded her and bedded her, 
Brought her home hither to his Fathers houſe ; 
And wi:ha fair tale of mine own bringing up, 
She p3fles for his ſiſter that was ſold. 
Sanaf. Let me not loſe my ſelf in wondring at 
thee ; 
But how made you your ſcore even for the Mother ? 
Sav. P.(h, eafily, we told him how her Fortunes 
Mockt us, as they mockt her ; when we were o'th 
Sea, 
She was o'l\* Land ; and as report was given, 
When we were landed, ſhe was gone to Heaven ; 
So he believes two lyes one error bred, 
The Dauphter ranſom'd, and the Mother dead. 
Saraf. Let me admire thee, and withal confeſs 
My 11urtes to friendſhip. 
Phil. i hey*ceall pardor'd : 
Th-te are che arms 1 bore againſt my friend — 
Sav. 
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$4av. Bnt what's all this to th'preſent - this dif- 
courſe 
Leaves you i” Bogg ſtill. 

Phil. On good Savorwir, 

Sav. For yet our policy has croft our ſelves ; 
For the old Knave my Matter, little echinking het 
Wife to his Son, but his own danghter ftill, 

Seeks ont a match for ber. 

Phil. Here | feel the Surgeon 
At ſecond dreſſing 

Sav. And as entertain'd 
Ev'n for pure need, for fear the Glaſs ſhould crack 
That isalready broken , but well ſoader'd, 

A meer Sort for her Suirter, a rank Fox ; 

One weatherwiſe, that w-es by the Almanack, 

Obſerves the Full and Change; an arrant Moon- 
Calf. 

And yet becauſe the Fool demands no portion 

Bur the bare Down of her Smock, the old fellow 

Worne to the bone with a dry courteous Itch, 

To fave his purſe, and yet beſtow his childe, 

Conſents to waſte lumps of Almanack ſtuff 

Kned with Jay Butter: ——— Now as I have 
thoaghe on't, 

I'll ſpoil him in the baking, 

Saxdf. Prethee, as how Sirrah ? 

Sav. Vil givehim ſuch a crack in one o'ch' ſides; 
He ſhall quite run out of my Mifters favor; 

Phil. I ſhould but too much love thee for that— 

Sav. Thusthen; tohelp you both atonce, and 

ſo good night to you. 
After my wit has ſhipt away the fool, 
As he ſhall parc, 1'il buz into the ear 
Of my old Mafter, that you Sir, Mafter S4a»dfield, 
| Deerly affet his Daughter, and will rzke her 
With little or no portion ; we)l Rood out in'e. 
| Metinnks 
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Methinks I fee him caper at thatnews, 

Andin the fullcry, Oh | This brought about 

And wittily difſernbled on both parts, 

You to affect his love. he to love yours; 

I'll ſo beguile the Father at the marriage, 

T hat each ſhall have his own, and both being wel- 

com*d, 

And chamber'd in one houſe ; as *cis his pride. 

To have his Childrens children got ſucceſſively 

On his Fore: fathers Feather beds; in the 6-4 tirne's 

To pleaſe the old mans eye- ſight, you may dally, 

And fer a kiſs on the wrong Lip, no ſin ine, 

Brothers and fifters do't, Couſins do more : 

But pray take heed you be not kin tO chem, 

So in the. night time, nothing can deceive you, 

Leteach know his own work, and there I leave you. 
Sandf. Let me applaud thee. 
Phil. Bleft be all chy ends, 

That mak*ftarm'd enemies, embracing friends. 

Abont it ſpeedily. Exit. 
Sav. I need no pricking ; 

I'm of chat mettle, fo well pac'd, and free, 

There's no good riders that uſe ſpur to me. 

Oh! arc you come ? 


Enter Grace Twilight. 


Grace. Are any comforts coming : ? 

Sav. I never g0 without *em, 

Grace. Thou ſport'ft joys, that utterance cannot 
perfeR. 
: Sav; Hark, are they riſen! _ 

' | Grace. Yes , long before 1 left *erm, 
And all intend to bring the Widow homeward; 
} _ Sav, Depart then Miſtreſs to avoid ſuſpeR, 
Our good thal arive tifie enough at your heart: _ 
Poor 


No wit like 4 170mans. Tx 


Poor fools that ever-more take a green Surfet 

Of the firſt-fruits of joys —Let a man but ſhake 
the Tree, 

How ſoon they'll hold up their laps te receive com- 
fort ! 

The mufick that IT ftrnck, made her ſoul dance; 


Peace —- 


Enter the Lady Widow Golden: fleece with Sir Gil 
berc Lambiton, Ay, Pepperton, 1r, Overdon, 
ſuiters; after them the two old men, Sir Oliver 

Twilight, and Mr. Sunſec, with their Daughters, 

Grace Twilighc, Jane Sunſet, 


Here comes the Lady Widow, the late wife 
To the deceas'd Sir Avarice Golden: fleece, 
Second to none for Uſury and Extorcion, 
As too well it appears on a poor Gentleman, 
One Mr, Low-water, from whole eftate 
He pull'd thac Fleece, that makes his Widow weight ; 
Thoſe are her Suiters now, Sir Gs/bert Lambſtox, Mr. 
Pepperton, Mr. Overdon. 
77id. Nay good vir Oliver Twilight, Mr. Sunſcr, 
We'll crouble you no farther. 
Sxxſ. Sir Oliv Ne trouble ſweet Madam. 
Lamb. We'll ſee the Widow at home, ic ſhall be 
our charge that. 
Fd. It ſhall be ſoindeed ; Thanks good Sir 01:- 
ver, and to you both, 
I am indebted for thoſe curteſies 
That will ask me a long time to requite. | 
Sir Oliver. Ah, tis but your pleaſant condition to 
give it out ſo Madam | 
wy —— Grace and Miſtreſs Zane, I wiſhyou 
ot 
A fair contented Fortune in your choices, 


And 
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** I 2 No wit like a Womans, 
| And that yon happen right. 
Beth. Thanks to you good Madam : 
There's more in that word right then you imagine. 
| 1d. I now repent, Girls, a raſh oath I crook 
yp - Whenyou were both Infants, to conceal a Secret. 
h Grace What do'ft concern good Madam ? 
4d. No, no ; fince you are both ſo well, *tis well 
| enough ; 
| It muſt not be reveal'd; "tis now no more 
| Then like miſtaking of one hand for tother. 
A happy time to you both. 
Both. The like ro you Madam. 
Grace. IT ſhall loog much to have this Riddle 
open'd ? 
7:ne. T wouid you were ſo kinde to my poor 
_ Kinſwoman, | 
And the diſtreſſed Gentleman her husband, 
Poor Mr. Low- water, who on Ruine leans ; 
' You keep this Secret, as you keep his means; 
Thanks good Sir Oliver Twilight, 
Welcome ſweet Mr. Pepperton, 
Mr. Overdon, welcome. E xeunt. 
Aaxet Sit Oltver with SavorWit. 
Sir Oliv. And, goes the buſincſs well *ewixt thoſe 
yorg lovers 2 
Sav. Betwixt your ſon and Mr, Sa»ſe*'s daugh- 
ter 
The Line goes even Sir. 
Str Oliv. Good Lad, I like thee. 
S$av. But Sir, there's no proportion, height, or 
evenneſs 
Betwixc that EquinoQRtal and your Daughter. 
Sir Oliv. *Tis true, and Pm right glad on'c; F 
Sav: Are you glad Sir ? | 5 
There's no proportion i'r. | 
Sir Oltv, I marry amTI Sr 
] £a1 
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I can abide no word thac ends in Partion ; 
T'il give ber nothing. 
$av. Say you ſhould not Sir, 
As Vil ne'r urge your worſhip *gaioft your nature; 
Is there no Gentleman think you, of worth and cre- 
dit, 
Will open's Bed co warm a naked Maid ? 
A hundred gallant fellows, and be glad 
To be fo ſer awork : Virginity 
Is no ſuch cheap Ware, as you make account on, 
That it had need with portion be ſet off ; 
For thar ſets off a portion in theſe days. 
Sir Oliv. Play on, ſweet Boy ; O I could hear this 
muthick all day long, 
When there's no money to be parted from ! ſtrike 
on, good Lad. 
S$av. Do not wiſe men and preat, often beftow 
Ten thouſand pound in Jewels that lye by 'em ? 
If ſo, what Jewel can lye by a man | 
More pretious then a Virgin ? if none more preti- 4 
ous , 
Why ſhould the Pillow of a fool be grac'd 
Wirth chat brave Spicits with dearneſs have imb: ac'd s 
And then perhaps ere the third Spring come on, | 
Sends home your Diamond crack'c, the beanty gone. | 
And more to know her, *cauſe you ſhall not doube 
her , ; 
A number of poor Sparks twinckling about her: 
Sir Olrv. Now thou play*ſt Dowlanads Lachryme 
eo thy Maſter. 
Sav. But ſhall I dry youreyes with a merry Jigg 
now, 
And make you look like Sut-ſhine in a ſhowre ? : 
Sir Oliv, How, how, my honeſt Boy, ſweet $,- q 
vorwit! £1 
$4v. Yong Mr: Sandfield, gallant Mr. Sandfield,' | 
| | Sr 
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Sir Oliv, Ha 1} what of him? 
Sav. Aﬀect your daughter ſftranpely, 
Sir Oliv. Brave Mr. Sandfield ! let me hug thy zeal 
Unto thy Maſters houſe ; Hah Mr. Sandfield ! 
But he'il expe a portion. 
Sav, Not a whit Sir, 
As you may uſe the marcer, 
Sir Oliver. Nay, and the matrter fall into my 
ofing 
The Devil a penny that he gets of me. 
Sav. He lyes ar the mercy of your Lock and Key 
Sir ; you may uſe him as you lift, 
Sir Oliv. Say*'ſt thou me ſo ? is he ſo far indo. 
ing e 
Sav. Quite over head and ears Sir; nay more, he 
meaws to run mad, and break his Neck off ſome 
high Stceple, if he bave her not; 
Sir Oliv, Now bleſs the yong Gentlemans Gri- 
ſtles ; I hope to be a Grand-farher yet by *em. 
Sav. That may you Sir, to marry a chopping Girl 
with a plump Buttock, | 
Will hoi& a Fartingal at five years old, 
And call a man between eleven and twelve 
To take part of a peece of Mutton with her. 
S - Oliv, Ha pretions Wap | hook him in finely, 
0. 
$av. Make clear the way for him firſt, ſet the 
Gull going. 
Sir Oliv.An Afs, an Aſs, Þ'Il quickly daſh his woo- 
ing: 
Sav, Why now the clocks go right again ; it 
muſt be a ſtrange wit 
That makes the wheels of youth and ape ſo hit ; 
The one are dry, worn, ruſty, far*d, and ſoil'd ; 
Loves wheels are glib, ever kept clean, -and oy!'d. 
Exit. 
Sir 
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' Sir Oliv. I cannot chuſe but think of this good 
Forcune, 


That gallant Mr. Szxdfield ! 


Enter Weather- wiſe. 


Weath. Stay, ſtay, ftay ! 
What comfort gives my Almanack to day ? 
Luck I befcech thee, good days, evil days, 7xne,?uly ; 
Speak a good word for me now,and I have her; ler me 
ſee, the fifth day *ewixt Hawk and Buzzard ; the ſixth 
\ day backward and forward ; that was beaſtly ro 
me, I remember ; che ſeventh day on a ſlippery pin; 
the eight day fire and towe ; the nineth day, the 
 Marketis mar*d, that's long of the Huckiters | war- 
rant you ; but now the tenth day, Inck I beſeech 
thee now, before I look into't ; rhe eleventh day, 
againſt the hair ; « Pox on't, would that hair bad 
been left out ; agairft che hair ! that hair will go nigh 
to choak me ;- had it been againft-any thing but that, 
**would not have troubled me, becauſe it lyes croſs 
rch* way, Well, Fil cry che fortune of a good face 
yet, though my Almarack leave me *th* Sands, 

Sir Oliv, Snch a match too, I could nor wiſh a 

better ! 

Weath. Maſs, here he walks ! Save you ſweet Sir 
Oliver, — Sir Oliver Twilight. 

Sir Oliv. Oh pray come to me a quarter of a 
year bence; I have alittle buſineſs now. 
Peath, How a quarter of a year hence ? what 
ſhall I come to you in September ? 

Sir Oliv. Nor'in' November neither, good my 

Friend. 

_ "Fpeath. Y*arenot# mad Knight ; you will not-ler 

your daughter bang peſt «Fxg»ſt, will you 2 ſhe'll 
drop down nnder Tteethen : She's no Winter fruit 
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T aſſore you, if you think to put her in cruſt after 
Chriftmas? 

Sir Oliv. Sir, in a word, depart ; my Girl's not 

for you, 

I gave you a drowſie promiſe in a dream , 
Bur broad awake now, I call*c in again. 
Have me commended to your wit, farewel Sir. 

weath. Now the Devil run away with yoh, and 
ſome louzy Fidler with your daughter: May Clarken- 
well have the firft cut of her, and Hounds-dicch pick 
the Bones. I'll never leave the love of an open heart- 
ed Widow, for anarrow-ey'd Maid again; go out of 
the road way like an Afs, to leap over Hedge and 
Ditch ; PII fall into the beaten path again, and invite 
the Widow home to a Banquet; let who lift ſeek out 
new ways, I'll beat my journeys end before him ; 
My Almanack told me true, how I ſhould fare, 
Let no man think to ſpees againſt the hair. Exit. 


Exter Miftreſs Low: water. 


Ars Low, Is there no Saving-means ? no help 

Religious 

For a diſtreſſed Gentlewoman to live by ? 

Has Virtue no Revenue ? who bas all chen ? 

Is the worlds leaſe from Hell, the Devils Head-land- 
lord ? 

Oh how was Conſcience the right Heir put by ? 

Law would not do ſuch an unrighteous deed, 


Though with the fall of Angels t'had been feed; 


Where are our hopes in banks 4 was honefty 

A yonger ſiſter, wichout portion lefr, 

No dowry in the Chamber, beſide wantonneſs ? 

O miſerable Orphan ! '*cwixe two extreams runs there 
- no blefled Mean, | 

No comfortable firain that I may kiſs it ? 


_ Muſt 
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No wit like 4 Womans, I 7 
Muft I to whoredom, or to begpgery lean, 

My minde being ſound ? is there no way to miſs :t 4 
Is't not injuſtice, that a Widow laughs 

And lays her mourning part upon a wife ? 

That ſhe ſhould have the garment, I the heart ; 

My weslth her Uncle left her, and me her orief. 

Yer ſtood all miſeries in their loathed'ſt forms 

Oa this hand of me, thick like a fowl miſt, 

And here the briphe enticements of the world, 

In cleareft colours, flattery, and advancement, 
Andall the baftard- glories this frame jets in 
Horror, nor ſplendor, ſhadows fair nor few! 

Should force me ſhame my husband, wound my ſol, 


Enter Miftreſs Jane, Sunſets Dawghter. 


Couzen, y're weicome ; this is kindly done of you 
To viſit the deſpis'd: 
74ne. I hope not ſo Covrze, 
The want of means cannot make you deſpis 
Love, not by wealth, but by deſert is priz' 4, 
| Mrs Low. Y are pleas'd tO help it well Cot 27. 
7anre. Tam come to you, 
Belide my viſication, to requeſt you 
Tolay your wit to mine, which ts but ſimple, 
And help me to untie a few dark words 
Made up in knots, they*re of the Widows knitting, 
That ries all ſure: for my wit bas not ftireng;!1 
Nor cunning to unlooſe 'ern, 
1rs Low. Good ! what are they ? . 
7 bough there be liccle comfort of my help: - : 
Pane. She wiſh'd Sir 0/iverg daughter and/my Feit 
Good fortune in eur choices, and repented lier 
(f a rafh oath ſhe took when we were doth 1.::ate, 
A. ſecret to coxceal ; but fince all's well, 
She kolds 1t b<ft ro krep it unteveatd. | 
z Fro 
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Now what this is, Heaven knows. 

Ars Low. Nor can I gueſs 
The courſe of her whole life, and her dead husbands, 
Was ever full of ſuch diſhoneft riddles, 
To keep right heirs from knowledge of their own : 
And now I'm put i'th' minde on'c, I believe 
It was ſome price of Land or money given 
By ſome departing friend upon their death-bed,. 
Perhaps to your ſelf ; and Sir Olivers daughter 
May wronglully enjoy it, and ſhe hired 
(For ſhe was but an hireling in thoſe days) 
To keep the injury ſecret. 

7ane, The moſt likelieſt 
I hat ever you could think on. 

Ars Low, Is it not ? 

7ane, Sure Couze, I think you have untied the 

knot : 

My thoughts lie at more eaſe, as in all other things, 
In this I thank your help, and may you live 
To conquer your own troubles, and crofs ends, 
As your areready to ſupply your friends. 

P_ Low. Ithank you for the kinde truth of your 

cart, 

In which I Aouriſh when all means depart: 
Sore in that oath of hers there {leeps ſome wrong 
Done to my Kinſwoman, 


Exter Footmas. 


7ane. Who'ld you ſpeak withal > 
Footm The Gentlewoman of this houſe, forſooth; 
7ave Whoſe Footman are you ? 
Fo:t w, One Sir Gilbert Lambſtons —. 
7ae, Sir Gilvert Lambſtons-— there my Couſin 
Wilks 
F.ctwy, Thank your good worſhip, 
Ars Low. 
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Ars Low. How now, whence are you ? 

Footm, T his Letter will make known. 

Ars Low. Whence comes it Sir ? | 

Footm. From the Knight my Maſter, Sir GiU/zrt 

Lambſton. 

Mrs Low. Return'e, I'll receive none or'r. 

Foetm. There it muſt lie then; I were as good ran 
to Tybxrn afoot, and hang my elf at mine own 
charges, as carry it back again. Exit. 

Ars Lew. Life, bad he not his anſwer > Whar 

ſtrange impudence 
Governs in man, when Luft is Lord of him ? 
Thinks he me mad ? cauſe I have no monies on Earthz 
That Fl go forfeit my eſtate in Heaven, 
And live eternal Beggar ? he ſhall pardon me, 
That's my ſouls joynture, III ſtarve ere I fel! that, 
On is he gone, and lefc the Letter here | 
YerIwillread it, more to hate the wricer, 


Miſtreſs Low: water. 
| [4 gou deſire to underſt.ind your own comſurt, hear me 
out, ere youreſuſe re; I'm in the way now to 4 1h 6 

the yearly means that firſt I effered you, ana to fi 19 
more to me, I'll empty your enemies Bags to maintury 

ou ; for the rich Wiarw, the Lady Golden. fleece, ro 
. whom I have been a longer Suiter, then your a longer als 
verſary, hath given me ſo much ent onrageme:t [telly , 
inſamuch that I am perfettly aſſured, the next meeting 
ſtrikes the bargain : The happineſs that follows this, 
*twere tale to inform youu of, onely conſent to my defies, 
and the Widows Notch ſhall lie open to yes, T hits match 
t; your heart, [ know ye wiſe, farewel. 

4 hy*T riend to hrs pomrer, 
and arothers 

Gilbert Lambſton: 
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In this poor Brief, what Volumes has he thruſt, 
Ot treacheroas Purjury, and adulterons Luſt | r 
So foul a Monfter does this wrong appear, 

T bar I give pitty to mine enemy bere 

What a moſt fearful love raigns in ſome hearts, 

T har dare oppoſe all Judgment to get means, 

And wed rich Widows, onely to keep Queans ; ; 

W ht a ftrange path he takes to my affeQion, 

And thinks't the near'ft way ; *cwill never be , 

Goes through mine enemies ground to come to me: 
Th:is Letter 1s moſt welcome ; I repent now, 

T har my laſt angerthrew chee at my feer, 
My boſom ſhall receive thee, 


Enter $ir Gilbert Lambſton, 


Lamkbf *irs good policy too, 
To keep one that ſo mortally hates the Widow ; : 
She'il have more care to keep it cloſe her ſelf, 
And look what wind ber revenge goes withal, 
7? he (elf-ſame gale whisks up the ſails of love; 
I ſhall loſe much good ſport by that : Now my ſweet 
\4fireſ<. 
Ars Low. Sir Gilbert ! you change Suiters off , 
You were here in black bur lately. 
Lambſt My mince ne*r fhifts though. 
Ars a A foul mind the whilt : 
Por fue Sir, this is but a diſſembling Glaſs 
You ſent before yon ; *cis not'poſible 
Your heart ſhonld follow your hand, 
Lambſt, ' hen may both periſh, 
{ss Larabſt. Do not wiſh that ſo ſoon Sir 5; Can 
you n;ake 
A three monerhs love ro a rich Widows Bed, 


And jay ner ptilow ander a Qreans head 2 
? kno you cat, how ere you nay diflemb/e*r ; 
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You have a heart brovghe up better. 
Lambſt. Faich you wrong me nc, 

You ſhall not finde it ſo; I do proteſt to thee, 

I will be Lord of all my promiſes, 

And er*c be long, thou ſhalt but tarn a key, 

And finde *emin thy coffer ; for my love 

In marching with the Widow, is bur policy 

To ſtrengthen my eftate, and make me able 

To ſet off all thy kiſſes with rewards, 

That the worſt weather our delights behold, 

It may hail Pearl, and ſhowre the Widows GolJ. 
Ars Low. You talk of a brave world Sir. 
Lambſt. *Twill ſeem better 

When golden happineſs breaks forth ir ſelf 

Our of the vaſt part of the Widows Chamber. 

Ars Low. And here it ſets. 
Lambſt. Here ſhall the downfal be, 

Her wealth ſhall riſe from her, and ſer in thee. 

Mrs Low. You men have tart to overcome poor 
women, | 

Pray give my thovghts the freedom of one day, 

And all the reft take you, 

Lambſ}. I ftraight obey ; this Bira's my own: 
Exit Sir Gilberr Lambſtorn, 
Mrs Low. There is no happineſs but has her fea- 
ſon, ; 

Herein the brightneſs of her vertue ſhines, 

The husk falls off. in time that long ſhuts up 

The fruit in a dark priſon ; ſo ſweeps by . 

The cloud of mifſeries from wretches eyes, 

Thar yet, though faln, at length zbey ſee to rife,” 

The fecret powers work wondrouſly, and duly, 
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Enter Mater Low-water. 


Mr Low. Why how now Kate ? 

rs Lew. Oh are you come Sir > Hutband, 
Wake, wake, and let not patience keep thee poor, 
Rouze up ihy ſpirit from this falling lumber z 
Make thy diſtreſs ſeem but a weepinp dream, 
And this the opening morning of thy comforts, 

":pe the Salt dew off from thy careful eyes, 

Ard diiak a draught of gladneſs next thy heart, 


T*expel the infeQtion of all poyſonons ſorrows. 


71r Low. You turn me paft my fences; 
Ars Low, Will you but ſecond 
The purpoſe intend, VII be firſt forward ; 
1 : rave no More of thee but a following ſpirit ; 
Will you but grant me that? 
Ar Low. Why, what's the buſineſs 
That ſhould tranſport thee thu: ! 
Mrs Low, Hope of much good, no fear of the 
leaſt ll; 4 
Take that ro comfort thee. 
Ar Low. Yea? 
Mrs Lew. Sleep not oc, this is no ſiumberiag 
buſineſs, | 
"Tis like che ſweating ſickneſs ; I muſt keep 
Your eyes ſtill wake, y*re gone if once you ſleep. 
Ms Low. Iwillnotreſt then, till thou haſt thy 
wiſhes, | 
Mrs Low, Peruſe this love paper as you go. 
Mr Low, Aleter? '  Exen; 


Entes 
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Enter Sir Oliver Twilight, with 2r Sandficld, 
Philip, aud Savorwic, 


Sir Oliv. Good Mr Sardfield, for the preat af- 
feftion 
You bear toward my Girl, I am well pleas'd 
You ſhould enjoy her Beauty ; Heaven forbid Sir, 
That I ſhould caſt away a proper Gentleman, 
So far in love with a ſowre mood, or ſo. 
No, no, I'll not die guilty of a Lovers Neck-crack- 
ing, 
Tia as for portion, there I leave you Sir 
To the mercy of your deftiny again, 
'il have no hand in that. 
Sandf Faith ſomething Sir ; 
Be*'t but t'expreſs your love. 
Sir Oliv. I have no deſire Str 
To expreſs my love that way, and fo reſt ſatisfied ; 
I pray take heed in urging that coo much 
You draw not my love from me, 
Sandf. Fates foreſee Sir, 
Sir Oliv. Faith then you may $0, ſeck out a bigh 
Steeple, | 
Oc a deep water, there's no ſaving of you. 
Sav: How naturally he plays upon himſelf ! 
Sir Oliv, Marry if a wedding Cinner, as I told 
youz 
Andthree years board, well lodg'd in mine houſe, 
And eating, drinking, and a ſleeping portion 
May give you ſatisfaRion, I am your man Sir, 
Seek out no other. 
Sandf. IT am content to embrace it Sir, 
Rather then hazard languiſhment, or ruine. 
as ak I love thee for'thy wiſdom ; ſuch a Son 
inlaw 
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Wl! chezr 2 Fathers heart, Welcome ſweet Maſter 
S:ndfiild, 
\Wicther away boys, Philip? 


Tater Philip. 


Ph:/. To viſit my Love vir, 
Oid Mr, Sunſets Dapghter. 
Sir Oltv. That's my Philip, 
Pl\*c hard, my good boys both, put 'em to'c finely, 
C)-1e day, one Cinner, and one houſe ſhall joyn you. 
Both. That's our defire Sir, Exenunt. 
$:» Oliv. Piſh ; come hither Savorwit. 
Ovicrve my fon, and bring me word, ſweet boy, 
\Vheher Was a ſpeeding wit or no tn woolng. 
Sar, That will I Sir ; —that yopr own eyes 
r1:g0t tell you, 
I think it ſpeedy, your Girl has a round belly. _ 
E xit Savorwit. 
Sir Oliv. How ſeon the comfortable ſhine of 
Joy 
Brezks through a cloud of grief ! 
73 he tears that I lee fall for my dead wife, 
Are cried up withthe beams of my Girls fortunes. 
Her lie, her death, and her ren years diftreſs, 
Arees'n forgot with me; the love and care 
Thar T ought her, her daughter ſhows it all ; 
x" £49 but be beſtow'd, and chere 'cis well, 


Enter Servant. 


Sir Oliv. How now, what news? 
Serv. There's a Dutch Merchant Sir, that's now 
come over, 
i:t1-es ſome conference with you. 
S'r Oliv. How, a Dutch Merchant ? 
Pray fend lum inte me, —— what news with him tro ? 
| EEE ol Enter 
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E xter Dutch Merchant, with a little Datch 
| Boy in Great ſlops: 


Darch Merch. Sit Oliver T wilight ! 
Sir Oliv, That's my name indeed Stir, 
I pray be covered Sir, y*are very welcome. 
Dutch Me. This is my buſineſs Sir ; I took 1tnto 
my charge 
A few words to deliver to your ſelf 
From a dear friend of yours, that wonders ſtrangely 
At your unkinde negleR, | 
Sir Oliv. Indeed ? what might he be Sir, 
Dutch 11. Nay, yare 1'ch* wrong gender now, 
——*Tis that diſtreſſed Lady, your good wife 
Sir. 
Sir Oliv. What ſay you Sir, my wife ? 
Datch M. Yes Sir, your wife ! 
1 his ſtrangeneſs now of yours ſeems more to 
harden 
Thiancharitable negle& ſhe tax'c you for. 
mY Oliv, Pray give me leave Sir, is my wife a- 
ive ? 
Dutch M1. Came any news to you Sir, to thicon- 
crary ? 
Sir Oliv. Yes by my faith did there, 
Datch M. Pray how long fince Sir ? 
Sir Oliv. "Tis now ſome ten weeks, 
Datch M1. Faith within this moneth Sir, 
] ſaw ber talk and eat: and thoſe in our Kalender 
Aceſigns of life and health. 
Str Oliv. Maſs ſo they are in ours. 
Datch 71. And theſe were the laft words he pal- 
fion threw me. 
No grief, quoth ſhe, ſics to my heart ſo cloſe 
As his unkindneſs, and my daughters loſs. 
A Sr 
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Sir Oiiv. You make me weep, and wonder, for 1 
ſwear 
I ſent her ranſome, and that daughter's here. 
Datch M4. Here ! that will come well to lighten 
her of one grict. 
I long to ſee her for the pittous moan 
Her Mother made for her. 
$:ir Oliv. Thar ſhall you Sir —Withia there ! 
Serv. Sf. 
Sir 0l;v. Call down my daughter. 
Serv. Yes Sir, 
Sir Oliv. Here's ſirange budgelling ; I tell you 
Sir, 
Thoſe that TI putin truſt, were neer me too, 


' A man would think they ſhould not juggle with me ; 


My own fon, and my ſervant, no worſe people Sir. 
Datch 1, And yet cft-times Sir, what worſe 
Knave to a man | 
Then he that eats his meat ? 
Sir Oliv. Troth you ſay true Sir ; 
I ſent *em ſimply, and thar news they brouphr, 
My wife had left the world, and with that Son 
I ſent to her, this brought his ſiſter home ; 
Look you Sir, this is ſhe, 


E #ter Grace. 


Dutch 24. If myeye ſin not Sic, 
Or miſty error falſifie the glaſs, 


I faw that face at Axtwerp in an Inn 


When I et forth firſt co fetch home this boy. 
Sir Oliv, How, inan Inn ? 
Grace. Oh I am betray'd I fear. 
Datch 1, How do you yong Miſtreſs # 
Grace. Your eyes wrong your tongue Sir, 
And makes you fin in both ; Iam nor ſhe. 


Datch MM; ; 


\ 
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Datch 14. No ? then I never ſaw face twice, Si 
Olive T wilight 
I tell you my free thoughts, I fear y*are blinded ; 
1 do not like this ſtory ; 1 doubt much 
The ſiſter is as falſe 2s the dead mother: 
 SirOliv, Ye! ſayyouſoSir? I feenothing lets 
me, but to doubt fo too then: 
So, to your Chatnber, we have done with you. 
Grace. I would be glad you had ; here's a ftrange 
ftorm, 
Sift it our well Sir , till anon TI leave you Sir. 
Datch MM. Buſineſs commands me hence, but as a 
| pledge 
Of my return, Vitleave my little ſon with you, 
Who yet takes little pleaſure in this Country, 
Cauſe he can ſpeak no Engliſh, all Dutch he 
Sir Oliv, A fine boy, he's welcome Sir to me. 
Datch M. Where's your leg, and yeur thanks to 
the Gentleman, 
Dutch Bey. War es yout neighgen an you thorkes you. 


Ick donck you, ver ew Edermon vrendly Kite. 
$:r Oliv. Whar ſays he Sir ? 


Dutch 1. He thanks you for your kindneſs. 
Sir Oliv, Pretty Knave ! 
Dutch 24, Had not ſome buſineſs held me by the 
way, 
This news had come to your ear ten days apo. 
Sir Oliv. Ii comes too ſoon now me thinks; I'm 
your debtor. 
Datch 71, But I could wiſh it Sir for better ware- 
Ex 
Sir Ol;vi We muſt not be our own chuters in our 
|} formnes; 7 | 
| Here's a cold Pye to breakfaſt : Wife alive, 
The dan;hcer doubtful, aud the money ſpent ! 
| Howam] juggled withal ? 
"I 28 Evetey 
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Enter Savorwit. 


' $av TI: hirs y*taich Sir, 


The work goes even. 


Sir Oliv. Oh come, come, come, are you come 
vir! | 
$av. Life, what's the matter now ? 
Sir Oliv. There's a new reckoning come in ſince. 
Sav. Pox on'c, I thought all had been paid, i can't 
abide theſe after-reckonings. 
Sir Oliv. I pray come near Sir, let's be acquaint-= 
ed with you, | 
Yeur bold enough abroad with my purſe Sir. 
| Sav. No more thea biſeems manners and good 
uſe vir; 
Sir Oliv. Did not you bring me word ſome ten 
weeks (1nce, 
My wife was dead - 
S$av. Yes, true Sir, very true Sir. 
Sir Oliv. Pray ftay, and take my horſe along with 
you, 
And with the ranſome that I ſent for her 
That you redeem'd my daughter; 


- _Sav. Right as can be vir, | 
I never fonnd your worſhip in a falſe tale yet: 


Sir Oliv. I thank you for your good word Str ; 
but V'm like 


| To finde your worſhipnow in two at once: 


Sav. I ſhould be ſorry to bear that; 
Sir Oliv. 1 believe you Sir, 
Within this moneth my wife was ſare alive. 


There's {ix weeks bated of four ten weeks [ye, 
As has been credibly reported to:me 

By a Dutch Merchant, Father to that boy 

Bat now come over, and the words ſcarce cold. 


Saw, 
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$av. O firange 1 — *cis a moſt rank untruth ; 

where is he Sir - 

Sir Oliv. He will not be long abſent, 

Sav. AlPs contounded, 

If he were here, Ill tell him to his face Sir, 
He wears a double tongue; that's Dutch and Engliſh-- 
Will the Boy fay'e ? 

Sir Oliv. *Laſs he can ſpeak no Engliſh. 

Sav. Allche better, }'il gabble ſomething to him, 
Hoyfte Kaloiſte, Kaleoskin 8 vou, dar ſunt, Alla Gas 
kin ? 

Datch Boy. Ich Wet neat watt hey 2acht, Ich nn- 
verſton ewe neat. 

$av, Why la, Ithought as much | 

Sir Oliv, What ſays the Boy ? 

Sav. He ſays his Father is troubled with an imper- 
fection at one time of the Moon and talks like a M2d- 
man. | 

Sir Oliv; What does the Boy fay ſo ? 

Sav. I knew there was ſomewhat in'e ; 

Your wife alive ! Will you believe all tales Sir ?' 
Sir Oliv. Nay more Sir, he told me, he ſew ths 
wench 
Which you brought home, at Aztwerp in an Inn ; 
Tell me, I'm plainly couzen'd of all hands, 
*Tis not my daughter neither. 

Sav. All's broke our. 

How ? not your dauphter Sir? T muſt to't apain. 
© miſquintkin Sadlamare, alla piſſe kickin Sows- clows, 
Hef Tofte le cumber ſhaw, bouns bus b:xſcecno. 

Dutch Boy, Ich an ſawth no int hein cleppos 3 
hecke, 1 dinke nte 2tin 20100. 

S$Sav. Oh zen zennon! Ah ha, T ehonohrt flow 
*cwoula prove it end; the Boy fays they never 
_ Came near eAntwerp, n Qute Contrary way, round a- 
 baur by PATNA. 
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S;r Oliv, What's thee ſame ze zex0n ? 

Sav. That is, he ſaw no ſuch weach in an Inn ; 
*tis well I came in ſuch happy cime to per it out of the 
Boy before his Father returned again ;. pray be wary 
Sir : the world's ſub:le,come and pretend a charitable 
buſinel(s in policy, and work outa peice of money on 

ou. 
: Sir Oliv. Maſs, art advis'd of that > 

Sav. The Apeis cunning Sir, beſide a Dutchman 
will live upon any ground, and work Butter out of a 
Thiſtle. 

Sir Oliv; Troth thou ſay'ſt true in that, they're 
rhe belt thrivers 

In Turnips, Hartichalks, and Cabiſhes : 

Our Enpliſh are not like them. 

Sav. O fy,no Sir ! 

Sir Ol:v. Ask him from whence they came, when 

they came hither, 


Sav. That I will Sir, — C#{{uaron lagrofo, lageen, 


lagan, rufft , punkatec. 

Datch Boy. Nimd aweigh de cach. 

Sav. What, what, I cannot blame him then ? 

Stir Oliy, Whar ſays be to thee ? 

Sav. The poor Boy bluſhes for him; hbetells me 
his Father came from making merry with certain of 
his Countrymen, and he's alittle fteep'd in Engliſh 
Beer ; there's no heed to be taken of his rongue 
NOW. 

Sir 01iv. Hoyda ! how com thou by all this, I 
beard him ſpesk bat three words to thee ? 

Sav. O vir, the Dutch ts a very wide Language ; 
you ſhall have ten Engliſh words even for one; as 
tor exxmple, Gallder-gooſe, there's a word for you 
Maſter. 

Str Olty, Why what's that ſame Gullder- gooſe e 

Sav How do you angall your generation — 

S1x 
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Sir Oliv. Why "cis impoſſible ? how prove you 
thar Sir ? 
Sav. *Tis thus diſtinguiſht ; Sir,Ga#,how do you ? 
Der, and ; Gooſe,your generation. 
Sir Oliv; "Tis a moſt ſaucy Language, how cam'ft 
thou by'e * 
S$av. I was brought up te Lindon in anFEelſhip ; 
There was the place I caught it tirft by th'tale : 
I ſhall be tript anon; Pox, would I were gone, 
I'll go ſeek out your ſon Sir, you ſhall hear 
What thunder he'll bring with him. 
Sir Oliv. Do, do Saverwit, 
Þ'l] have you all face to face, 
S$av. Cuds me, what elſe Sir ? 
- And you take me ſo near the net again, 
VII give you leave to ſquat me; I have ſcap'd fairly; 
We are undone in Dutch ; all our three moneths 
rogyery 
Is now come over in a Butter Firkin. Exit Savorwir. 
Sir Oliv. Never was man fo toſt between wo 
tales / 
I know not which to take, not which to truſt ; 
The Boy here is the likelicft to tell cruth, 
Becauſe the worlds corruption is not yet 
Ar full years in bim ; ſure he cannot know 
What deceit means, *c1s Engliſh yet to him. 
And whenlI think again, why ſhould the Father 
Diſſemble for no profit ? he gets none, 
What ere he hopes for, and I think he hopes not. 
The man's in a good caſe, being old and weary, 
He dares nor lean his arm on his ſons ſhoulder, 
For fear he lie ch" cirt, but maſt be rather 
Beholding to a ſtranger for his prop. 


E nteyr 
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Enter Datchm 11. 


' Dutch M, 1 make bold once 2pain Sir for a Boy 
here. - 

Sir Oliv. O Sir y're welcome, pray refolve me 

one thing Sir : 
Pid you within this moneth, with your own eyes, 
See my wife living # 
Dutch M. Inev'r borrowed any. 
Why ſhould you move that queſtion Sir ? difſemblisg 
Is no part of my living. 

Sir Oliv. I have reaſon 
To urge it ſo far Sir (pray be not angry though) 
Becauſe my man was here ſince your departure, 
Wathſtands all ftify, and ro make tt clearer, 
Queſtion'd your Boy in Dutch ; who as he told me, 
Recurn'd this anſwer firſt co him : That you 
Had imperfection at onet:me o*<h* Moon, 

Which made you talk fo ſtrangely. 

Dutch M1. How, how's this ! 'Zecke. yougon, 3ck 
hen 1ch quelt medien dullek h:'ght, ee untoit van the 
799, an knot Wram'd. 

Dutch Boy. Wer eh, heigh lieght in 28 Bokkas, dee't 

fire. 

Dutch 11, Why la you Sir ? here's no ſuch thing, 
He fays he lies in's throat that ſays 1t; 

Sir Oliv. Then the Rogue lies in's throat, for be 

__rald melo, 

And that the boy ſhould anſwer at next queftion, 
That you ner ſaw this wench, nor came near Axt- 
erp. 

Dutch 37. Ten thouſand Devils! Zeiche bee ewe 
ee hneeght, fongon, aat wee neeky by Autwarpon ne an 
cammen no /eene ce aoughter Dor. 

Dutch Boy. Ith hab ham hean ſnulka aennom he 
zaut, ii ot arithillom anrubbont? : 

Dutch 
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Datch M1, He ſays he told him no ſuch matter 
he's a Knave and a Raſcal, 

Sir Oliv. Why, how am I abus'd ? Pray tell mz 

one thing, 
What's Gz//dergooſe in Dutch ? | 

Dmtch 714. How Gulldergooſe | there's no ſuch 
thing in Dutch, it may be an Aſs in Engliſh. 

Sir Oliv, Hoyda | then am I that Aſs in pliin 
Engliſh ; I am groſfly couzen'd , moſt incor.fide- 
rately. 

Pray let my houſe receive you for onenight, 
That I may quit thefe Raſcals, I beſeech you Sir: 

Datch AM. It that may ftead you Sir, I'il not refuſe 

you. 

SirOliv. Athonſand thanks, and welcome : 

On whom can Fortune more ſpit out her foam, 
Work'd on abroad,and plai'd upon at home? Ezcr#x7. 


” _— 
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Enter Weatherwiſe the G all, meeting t\vo or three 
briagin f out a T able. 


ppeath. Q®- ſetthe Table ready, the Widow's i*.1,” 

next room, looking upon my Clock with 

the days and the moneths, and the change of tle 
Moon : PI! fetch her in preſently. 

Clown. She's not ſo mad to be fetcht in with the 

Moon, I warrant you : A man muſt go roundier to 

work with a Widow,then to woo her with the Hand 


of a Dial, or ſtir up her Blood with the ſtriking 
part of a clock, I ſhould ne'r ſtand ro ſhow ber fuct? 
things in Chamber, FE <twnt's 
QC 


Ents! 
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E »ter VW ratherwiſe with the Widow, $1r Gilbert 
Lambfton, Afr. Pepperton, | 
My. Overdon. 


rWeath. Welcome ſweet Widow to a Batchelors 
houſe here, a ſingle man ; 1, but for two or three 
M51ids that I keep. 

id. Why are you double with them then ? 

zYeath. An exceeding good mourning wit; Wo- 
men are wiſer then cver they were, ſince they.wore 
Doublets. — You muſt think ſweer Widow, if 8 
man keep Maids, they're under his ſubjeQion. 

/id. That's moſt true Sir. 

Weath. They have no reaſon to have a Lock, but 
the Maſter muft have a Key to'e. 

#4id. To him Sir Gi/bert, he fights with me ata 

wrong weapon now. 
cath. Nay, and Sir G@/bert ftrike, my weapon 
talls, 
7 fear no thruft but his, here are more ſhooters, 
Bu: they have ſhot two Arrows withont heads, 
They cannot ſtick 1 th? Butr yet; hold out Knight, 
And I'll cleave the black pin in *h* midſt o'ch* white.) 
Exit. 
4d, Nay, and he led meinto a Cloſet Sir, where 


he ſheu*s me dyet-drinks for ſeveral moneths, as 


Scurvigraſs for April, Clarified Whey for 7#e, and 
the like 

Lamsſt. O Madam, be is s moft neceſſary pro- 
perty ———- Arc be but to ſave our credie, ten 
pound in a Banquet. 

id. Go! y'reawag Sir Gilbert. 

Lamhſt., How many there be in the world of his 
Fortunes , that prick their own Calves with Bryers, 
to make an calic paſſage for others ; or like a toiling 

U'urer, 


þ 
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Uſarer, ſets: bis ſon a horſ-back in Cloth of Gold- 
breeches, while he himſelf goes r'ch' Devil a foortn 
a pair of old Strofſers. 
But ſhall I give a more familiar ſign ? 
His are the Sweet-meats, but the kiſſes mine. + 
Overd, Excellent ! a pox a' your Fortune. 
\ i Peppert. Saucy courting has brought all modeſt 
wooing clean out of feſhion: Yeu ſhall have few 
Maids now adays got withoue rovgh handling; 8 
the Towns ſo us'd to'c, and moſt commonly roo 
they're joyn'd before they're married ; becauſe they *j! 
be ſure to be faſt enough. 
Overd. Sir, fince he ſtrives t'oppoſe himſelf again} 
us, 
Le.*s ſo combine our friendſhips in our ſtraits, 
By all means graceful to aſfilt each other ; 
For I proteſt ic ſhall as much glad me 
To ſee your happineſs, and his difgrace, 
As if the wealth were mire, the love, the place. 
Peppere. And with the like faith I reward your 
]'il break the baudy ranks of his diſcourſe, 
And ſcatter bis libidinous whiſpers ſtrzipght, M - 
dam | 
Wid. How cheer you Gentletren ? 
Lambſt. Pox on *em, 
They wak'd me out of a fine ſleep, three mirutes 
Had faſtned all the treaſnre in mine arms. 
Peppert. You took no note of this corecif,;t ſeems, 
Madam. 
W1id,Twelve Trerchers, upon every one a mMoacthy 
{anuary, February, March, April ——— _ 
Peppert. I, ana their Poefies under 'eM. 
1'id. Pray what ſays ay ? ſhe's the Sprirf Lady; 
Now gallast May in her array, 
D.th make the field pleaſant &w2 70% 
G 2 ( Yerd; 
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Overd. This moneth of Jaye uſe clarified Whey, 
Boil'd with cold hecbs, and drink alway. 
1/:id, Driok'e all away» be ſhould ſay ? 
Peppert. *'Twere mach better indeed, and whoſe. 
ſomer for his Liver: | 
Lambſt, September's a good one here Madam— 
id. Oh have you choſe your moneth, let's hear'c 
Sir Gu, vt | 
Lambft. Now may'ſt thou Phyfichs ſafely take, 
And bleed, and bathe for thy healths ſake. 
Eat Figs and Grapes, and ſpicery, 
For to refreſh thy Members dry. 
1d, Thus it is ſtill, when a mans fimple meanipg 
lights among wantons ; how many honeſt words 
have ſuffered corruption, fince (havcere days > A 
- Virgin would ſpeak thoſe words then, that a very 
| Midwife would bluſh to hear now, if ſhe have bur ſo 
| much blood left to make up an ounce of grace. And 
| who is this long on, but ſuch waps as you, that uſe 
| your words like your wenches ? you cannot let *em 
paſs honefily by yon, but you muſt ſtill have a flirt at 
'£m. 
_ You h:ve paid ſome of us home, Ma- 
am. 


Enter Weatherwiſe. 


\ 


rweath. Tf conceit will ſtrike this ſtroke, havear 
the Widows Plumb-tree; 1'll put *em down all for a 
Banquet. Widow and Gentlemen, my Friends and 
Servants, I m2 ke you wait long here for a Batchelors 
pitrance, 
. Wid. O Sir, y'are pleas'd to be modeſt. 
weath, No by my trotb, Widow, you ſhall findeit 
oiherwiſe, Strike Muſick. 
Enter 
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Enter Banquet , and fox of by Tenants with the 
Twelve Signs, made like Banquetting-ſtuff. 


Aries, Taurm, Gemini, Cancer, Leo, Virgo, Libras 
Scorpio, Sagitrarims, Capricors, eAquarins, and -. 
Piſces. 


#:d. What the Twelve Signs! 
weath. Theſe arethe Signs of my love, Widow: 
Fd. Worle meat would have fery'd us Sir; by 
my Faith 
I'm ſorry you ſhould be at ſach chirges Sir, 
To feaſt us a whole moneth together here. 
FWiath. Widow,thou'rt welcome a whole moneth, 
and ever. | Ce A RT 
7/id. And what be thoſe Sir that brought in the 
Banquet? 
Feath. Thoſe are my Tenants,they Rtand for Faſt- 
ing days. 
Lambſi. Or the ſix weeks in Lext. 
Weath. Y*cerch” righe Sir Gi/berr, 
Sweet Widow take your place at Aries here, 
That's the dead Sign—, a Widow is the head 
Till ſhe be married. 
id. What is ſhe then ? 
7eath. The middle. 
1d. "Tis happy ſhe's no worſe. 
Weath. Tanr#s, Sir Gilbert Lambftan that's for 
you ; 
They ſay you're a good Town. Bull. 
Lamb/}, O ſpare your friends Sir, 
Weath. And Gemins for Maſter Pepperten, 
He had two boys at once by his lat wife. 
Peppert, I hear the Widow findeno fault with that 
Sir. 
wFeath, Cancer the Crab for Mafter Overaor”; 
| 5 For 
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For when a thing's paſt fifry, it grows crooked. 
1/i4. Now for your ſelf Sir. 
iveath, Take no care for me Widow, 
I can beany where; bcre's Leo, heart and back, Vir- . 
72, guts and belly ; I can go lower yet, and yetfare 
better, ſence Sagittarius firs me the thighs ; I 
cire Not if I be abour the thighs, I ſhall finde meat 
ErUPRN | 
#14, Bot under pardon Sir, 
Tough you be Lord o'ch* Feaſt, and the conceit 
both, | 
Mechinks it bad been proper for the Panguet 
To have had the Signs all fil'd, and no one idle. - 
Weath. I know it bad ; but whoſe fanl's that 


Widow ? you ſhould have got you more Suitors to 
hive ſtop: che gaps. 


= 


IVid. Nay ſure, they ſhould get us, and not w 
chem - 

There be your Tenants Sir ; we are not proud, 
Y on may bid them ſic down. 

Weath. By th*mals it's truetoo, . 
F-zen fit dowa Tenants once with your hats on, but: 
ſpare the meat, I charge you, as you hope for new 
Leaſes; I mutt make my Signs draw out a moneth 
yet, with a bir eyery morning co break-faſt, and ae 
Full-Moon wich a wholg one; that's reftocative ; (ir 
round, fir round, and do not ſpeak ſweet Tenants, 

452: You may be bold enough, ſo you eat bur little ; how 
-- Lkeyouthis now Widow ? 

Z/id. Ic ſhows well Sir, '; 
An lize che good old Hoſpicable faſhion, } 

Clow; How ! like a good old Hoſpital ; my Mis 
ftret: makes an arrant gull on hiin 


_ Bur yer methinks there wants clearhs for the 
Cer. 


/Veaih, That part's uncovered yet, =—puſh 


no 
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no matter for the feet. 

wid, Yes, if the feet catch cold, the head will fee! 

ic. 
 dyeath. Why then you may draw up your legs, 
and lie rounder together. 

Lambſt, Has anſwered you well Madarr, 

Weath. And you draw up your legs roo, Widow, 
my Tenant will feel you chere, for he*s one of the 
Calves, 

Wid. Better and better Sir, your wit factens a: he 

feeds. 

Clow. Stas cook the Calf from his Tenant, and 
pur ic upon his ground now. 


Enter Miſtreſs Low-water 48 a gallant Gentleman, 
her Huaband like a Serving-man after ber. 


Feath, How now my Ladies man, what's che news 
Sir / 
Serv. Madamn, there's a yong Gentleman bzlow, 
tas carneft buſineſs to your Ladiſhip 
 Weath. Another Suiter I hold my life, Widow. 
Wid, What is he Sir ? 
Serv, He ſeems a Gentleman, 
That's che leaft of him, and yet more I know not. 
mo Uader the leave o'ch* Maſter of the huy's 
ere, 
I would he were admitted. 
Weath., Witch all my beart, Widow, TI fearhim 
nor, 
Come Cut and Long tail. 
Lambſ#. I have the leaſt fear, 
And the moſt firmneſs, notbing can ſhake me. 
Weath. If he be a Geatleman, he's welcome ; 
there's a Sign does nothing, and thar's fic for a Ce. - 
tleman ; the fer will be kepr warm eaough , now 6+) 


C 4 Yoa 
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you Widow ; for if he be a righe Gentleman, he has 


his ſtockins warm'd , and he wears ſocks beſide ; . 
partly for warmth, partly for cleanlineſs; and if he 
obſerve Fridays too, he comes excellent well, Piſces 
will be a fine Fiſh dinner for bim. 

Wid. Why then you mean Sir, he ſhall fic as be 

COMEs, 

jycath. 1, and he were a Lord, he ſhz{l nor fit a- 
Eove my Tenants, I'll not have two Lords to them . 
{i: I may go Jeok my rent in another mans Breeches ; 
1 w:5 0r brought up to be ſo unmannerly ? 


Enter Miftreſs Lom-water. 


Aſrs Low I have pickt ont a bold time ; much 
£50.d do you Gentlemen, 
Wcath, Y're welcome as I may ſay Sir. 
/1rs Liv. Pardon my rudeneſs, Madam. 
7/14, No ſrch faulr Sir ; 
Your too ſevere to yeur ſelf, our judgment quits 
You. 
Pleaſe you to do as we do ? 
Aſrs Low. Thanks good Madam, 
1/:4. Mike room Gentlemen. 
wearth Sic flill Tenants, Tl call :inall your old 
Leaſis, and rack you elſe. 
1! /, RY Oh ſweet Landlord. : 
Mrs Lew, Take my cloak firrah ; - if any bedi+ 
 Rfurd'd, Þ.1 not fic Gentlemen, 
T fee my place. 
Feath, A proper woman turn'd gallant | if the 
Widow refuſe me; I care not if I be a ſniter to him : 
J have known thoſe who have been as mad, and given 
half rieir living for a Male companion. 
Atrs Loy. How Piſces ! is that mine 7 
} Tis corcei cd Banquet, 
weathe 
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Weath, If you love any fiſh, pray fallco Sir; if 


you had come ſooner, you might have happened a- 
mong ſome of the fleſh Signs, but now they'c all taken 
up; /V, irgo bad been a good diſh for you, had not one 
of my 


 enants been ſomewhat buſic with her. 
Ars Low, Pray let him keep her Sir,give me meat 
freſh, 


I'd rather have whole fiſh then broken fl:ſh. 


Lambs#*. What ſay you to a bit of Tawurm ? 
Ars Low: No, I thank you Sir, ; 


 TheBull's roo rank for me, 


|. 
t 


Lawbs5t, How Sir ? 
Atrs Low, Too rank Sir. 


 Lamb#}, {Fy, I ſhall ſtrike you damb like all 


Your fellows: 

Ars Low. Whatwith your heels,or horns ? 
Lambſi. Perhaps with both, 

Mrs Low, It muſt be gt dead Low-water, 


When I'm dead then, 


Ar Low; *Tisa brave Kate, and nobly ſpoke of 
thee. 

7eath. This quarrel muſt be drown'd — Picka- 
dille, my Ladies Fool ! 

Clow. Your, your own man Sir. 

Weath; Pretbee ſtep into one o'ch' Maids. 

Clow. ThatI will Sir, and thank you roo, 

Weath. Nay, hark you Sir, call for my Sun-cup 

preſently, I'd forgot it. 
Clow. How, your Sun-cup? ſome cup I warrant 


; that he ftole ont o'th* Sun-Tavern ? 


L 


1/44. The more I look on him, the more I thitit 
for'c : 


Methinks his beauty does ſo far tranſcend, 
Turns the Signs back, makes that the upper end ; 


FFeath. How cheer you Widow ? Gentlemen how 
* .dchear you ? 
Fair 


* OC PII 4 
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Fair weather in all quarrers, the Sas will peepanon, 
I have ſent ove for him ; 
In the mean time 1! tell you a tale of theſe. 
This Libra here that keeps the ſcale ſo even, 
Was 1*ch* old cime an honeſt Chandlers Widow, 
And had one daughter which was called 7;rgo, 
Which now my hungry Tenant Þas deflowr'd. 
This Virgo paſſing for a Maid, was ſued to 
By Sagittarius there, a gallant ſhooter, 
And Aries his head-rival ; tur her old crabbed Uncle 
Cancer here, dwelling in Crookea-lane, 
Still croſt che mai riage minding to beſtow her 
Upon one Scorpro, a rich Uſurer ; 
The girl losrhing chat match, fell into folly 
With one T axr, a Gentleman, in Townbal-ftreet ; 
By whom ſhe had ewo twins, thoſe Gemini there. 
Of which two brats, ſhe was brought a bed in Leo, 
Atthe Red Lion about Tower-hill. 
Beiag inthis diſtreſs, one Capricory, 
An honeft Citizen pitried her caſe, and married her 
co Aquarins, an 01d Water: bearer, 
And P/ces was her living ever after, 
At Stanaard ſhe fold fiſh, where he drew water. 
All. it ſhall be yours Sir 
id, Meat and mirth too, y*ce laviſh ! 
Your purſe and rongue has been at coſt co day Sir. 
Lamb#. Ycu may challenge all comers at theſe 
twelve weapons I warrant you. 


Enter CloWs. 


Clow.Y our Sun-cup call you it ! *cis a ſimple voy- 
age that I have made here; I have left my Doubler 
within, for fear I ſhould ſweat through my Jerkin, 
and thrown a Cypreſs qver my face for fear of Sun- 
burning. 


Weath. 


> 
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wFeath, Flow now, whoſe this ? why (icrah, 
| Clow. Can you endure it Miftreſs ? 
#1d. Endure, what fgol ! 
Weath. Fill che cap Coxcomb. 
Clow. Nay an't be no hotter, I'll go put enmy 
Doublet again. Exit: 
7eath, What a whoteſor-ſotis this } prethice fill 
che cup fellow, and giv'iethe Widow. 
Ar: Low. Sixtah, how ftand you? beftow your 
ſervice there upon her Ladiſhip. | 
id. Whar's hete a Sun ? 
zeath. Ir does beroken Madam 
A chearful day to ſome body? 
1/14. It riſes 
Full inthe face of you fair Sign, and yer 
By courſe he is the laſt muſt feel the hear. 
Here Gentlemen to you all , for you kriow the Sun 
muft go through the twelve Signs. 
Feath. Moſt wittly Widow; you jump wikh my 
conceit riphe, 
There's not a hair between us. 
id. Give it Sir Gilbert. 
£7 A I am the next through whom the golden 
ame 
Shines, when *cis ſpent in thy Celeſtial Ram, 
Tae poor Feet there muſt wait and cool a while; 
Mrs Low, We have our Time Sir,Joy and we ſhall 
meet, | 


' I have known the proud Neck lie between the Feet. 
Feath. So round it goes, 


Enter Clown. 


Clow. Ilike this driakiog world well, 
Weath. So filt bim again: 


Peppert. Fic me | why I drank laft Sir; 
Weath, 
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' . Feath. 1 know you did, but Gemins muſt drink 
rwice, 
Unleſs you mean that one of them ſhall be choak'd. 
44d, Fly from my heart all variable thoughts ; |. 
She that's cntic'd by every pleaſing objeQ, 
Shall finde ſmall pleaſare, and as little reſt. 


This Knave bath lov'd me long, he's beſt and worthi- 


eſt, 
I cangor but in honor ſee him requited— Sir G:/- 
bert Lambton. 
A1rs Low. How ? pardon me ſweet Lady, 
That with a bold rongue I firike by your words, 
Sir Gilbert Lambſton ? 
Lambſt, Yes Sir, that's my name. 
Mrs Low, There ſhould be a rank Villain of that 


Came you out of that houſe—— 
Lambſt. How, Sir Slave ! 
AMrs Low, Fall to your Bull, leave roaring till a- 
non: 
reath. Yet again ! and you love me Gentlemen, 
let's have no roaring here. - 
If I had thought that, I'd have ſent my Ball to the 
Bear garden. 
Peppert. Why ſo you ſhould have wanted one of 
your Signs, 
Feath. But I may chance want two now, and they 
fall cogether by the ears. 
wid. What's the ſtrange fire that works in theſe 
ewo Creatures ? 
Cold - both, yet more hot then all their fel- 
OWS$— 


weath. Ho Sol in Piſces ! the Sun's in New Fiſh- 


ſtreet; here's an end of this courſe, 
Clow. Madam, Iam boldto remember your wor- 
ſhip for a years wages, and an Livery-cloak, , 
wid. 


CJ 
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id: How, will you ſhame me, had you not both 'N 
laft week fool ?- ', 
IC low. I, but there's another year paſt fince that. ' 
1d. Would all your wit conld make that good ; 
Sir, S 
Clow. Iam ſure the Sun has run through all the 
ewelve Signs fisce, and thar's a year, this Gentlemen 
can witneſs. 
Feath. The fool will live Madam. 
þ Clow. I aslong as your eyes are open, I warrant 
him, 
Ars Low, Sirtah ! 
Ar Low. Does your worſhip call - 
Mrs Low. Commend my love and ſervice to the 
Widow, 
Defire her Ladiſhip to taſte that morſel; 
Ar Low. This is the bit I watcht for all this 
while : 
But it comes duly. 
Lambſt; And wherein has this name of mine of- 
fended, 
Thaty're fo liberal of your infamous titles? 
I but a ſtranger to thee, it muſt be known Sir 
Ere we two part; 
MsYs Low. Marry and reaſon good Sir. 
Wid. O ftrike me cold —— this ſhould be your 
hand Sir G:/bert ? | 
Lambſft. Why, make you queſtion of that Madam 
*:is one of the Letters 1 ſent you. 
7/id. Much good do you Gentlemen. 
eAl; How now ? what's the matter ? 
Weath. Look to the Widow, fhe paints white, ſome 
Aqua Celiſtis for my Lady, run vilain, 
Clow. Aqua Seliſterz can no body help her caſe 
but a Lawyer ? and ſo many Suiters here e 
Fid. O treectery urma clic, unheard of ! 
Lambſh. 
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Lambft, How do you Madam ? | 
rid; Oh impudence as foul ! does my diſeaſe 
Askhow Ido? canit torment my heart , 7 
Fo And look with a freſh colonr in my face ? 
4 Lamb##; What's this ! what's this ! 
ly weath. Tam ſorry for this qualm Widow. 
: id, He that would know a villain when he meets 
him, | 
Lethim ne*r go to a Conyurer ; bere's a glaſs 
£ W411! ſhow him without money, and far eruer. 
E Preferver of my ſtate, pray tell me Sir, 
x That 3 may pay you all my thanks together ; 
| What bleſt hap brougbt that Letrer to your hand 
From me, ſo faft lockt in mine enemies power Þ 
 - Ars Low, 1 will reſolve you Madam: I have a 
* __ Kinſman 


! 


Somewhat infeted with that wanton pitty 
4 Which men beftow on the diftreſs of women, 
\þ Eſpecially if they be fair and poor, 
| With ſuch hot Charity, which indeed is Loft; 
F E- He ſought Ventice, as his repentance told me, 
| Her whom you call your enemy, the wife 

To a poor Gentleman, one Low water. 

Y/id. Right, right the ſame. 
1r Low, Had it been right, *c'ad now been. 

'$ Mrs Lot. And according tothe common rate of 
| ſinners, 
if Offer'd large maintenance, which with her ſeem'd 
nothing - 
, For if ſhe would conſent, ſhe told him roundly, 
{ There was a Knight had bid more ar one minute 
'' Then all bis wealth could compaſs ; and withal!, 
| Pluckt out that Letter as it were in ſcorn ; 

Which by good fortune he put upin jeſt, 
| With promiſe that the Writ ſhould be retarnabl? 
| Tte next hour of bis meeting. (But ſweet _— 

at 


y 
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Out of my love and zeal, I did fo praQtiſe 
The part upon him of an urgent wooer, 
F har neither he nor that return'd more to her. 
Lambſt. Plague a chat Kinſman. 
Feath. Here's a gallant Raſcal ! 
1a, Sir you have appear'd ſo noble in this aRion, 
So full of worth and goodneſs, that my thanks 


Will rather ſhame the Bounty of my minde, 


Then de it honor : Oh thou treacherous villain ! 
Does thy Faith bear ſuch fraic ? are theſe the bloſ- 
ſoms of a hundred Oaths 
Shot from thy boſom ? was thy love ſo ſpightful, 
It could not be content to mock my heart, 
Which is in love, a miſery;too much, 
But muſt extend fo far to the quick ruine 
Of what was painfully got, carefolly left me ; 
And*mongft a world of yeilding-needy women, 
Chuſe no one to make merry with my ſorrows, 
And ſpend my wealth on, in advlterous.ſurfeits. 
Pnre my moſt mortal enemy—— O deſpightful / 
Is this thy praQtice ? follow it, *ewill advance thee : 
Go,beguile on ; bave I ſo happily found 
What many a Widow has with ſorrow taſted, 
Even when my Lip touch't the contracting Cup, 
Ev'n then to ſee the Spider ; *cwas miraculous / 
Crawl with thy poyſons hence, and for thy ſake 
I'll never cover Titles, and more Riches, 
To fall into a gulf of hate and laughter : 
T'il marry Love hereafter, I've enough ; 
And wanting that, I have nothing — There's thy 
Way. 
Overd Do you hear Sir ? you muſt walk, 
Peppert, Hear*c! thruſthim cown ſtairs. 
zeath. Our of my houſe you treacherous, Iiche- 
rous Raſ. al, 
Lambſt, All curſes ſcatter you, 


Fea: h. 
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z7eath. Life, do you thunder here; if you had 
Raid a little longer, 1'd have rip'c out ſome of my 
Bull out of your Belly again. : 
Peppert. *Twas a moſt noble diſcovery ; we muft 
love you for ever for't. 
3d. Sir, for your Banquet and your mirth we 
thank you ; 
You Gentlemen, for your kinde company : 
Bur you, for all my merry days to come, 
Or this had been the laft elſe. 
Mrs Low. Love and Fortune 
Had _ care of your ſafety, peace and fate Ma- 
am, 
weath. Now will I thruft in fo'rt. 
Peppert; I'm for my ſelf now. 
Overd. What's fifty yegrs - *tis mans beſt time and 
ſeaſon : 
Now the nights gone, the Widow will hear reaſon: 
Mr Low. Now, now ! the Suiters flatter, hold on 
K ate, | 


The Hen may pick the meat, while the Cocks prate.' 
Exennt, 


Enter /1r Sandfield, Philip, $;y Oliver Twilights; 
Son With Savorwit. 


- Phil. If thon talk'ft longer, I ſhall turn to Mar- 

ble, 

And death wil! ſtop my hearing. | 
Sandf. Horrible fortune ! 
Sav. Nay Sir our building is fo far defac'd, ' 

There is no ftuff lefeto raiſe np a hope. | 
Phil. Oh with more patience conld my fleſh ens 

dure 
A ſcore of wonnds, and all their ſeversl ſearchings, 
Then this that thou haſt cold me, | 


S$av. 


ce 


| 2 
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$av.. Would that Flemmiſh Ram 


| Had ne'r come near our houſe ; there's no going 


home 


As long as he has a Neſt there, and his yong one 


A little Flanders Egg, new fleg'd ; they gape ſor 
* Pork, and I ſhall be made meat for'em, . . 
Phil. *Tis not the bare news of my Mothers life 

(May ſhe live long and bappy,) that 8MiRs me 

With half the violence that the latter drews ; 


' Though in that news I have my ſhare of ocief, 
: As I had ſhare of fin, and a foul neglec, 


It is my Loves betraying ; - that's the fhinp 


7 That ſtrikes through flcſh and Ipirir; and ſence no: 


wit 


; From thee, in whem I ner w_ ebb ll now . 
7 Nor comforts from a faithful friend can caſer me, 


I'll try the goodneſs of a third companion, 
What 'be'l do for me, 
 Sandf, Hold ! why friend 3 £ 
Sav, Why Miſter ? is this a!l your kindne(s Sis ; 


2 offcr to ſteal into another Country, and nr coke 


your leave on's: T:oth, I take it unxindily at oy 


3 hands Sir ; bat Vil put it up for orice : Faith + tots 


Wa$ 00 Conſcience 1n this Sir ; leave ime horw 76 4 - 


| dure all weathers , whilſt you make your ſo: 


like a Juglers Egg upon the point of a Raproer ! 


| mytroth Sir, y'ce roo blame in'e; yon might hey. 


' ven usan inckling of your journey ; pertaps oth. 


would as fain have gone as you. 
Phil. Burns this Clay-lamp of miſerable life, 


When Joy, hy Oyl that feeds it, is dried up - 


T 


BY / 7 + 7 
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Exter bis Mother new landed, with a Gentleman 
a Scholler, &c. 


Moth. He bas remov'd his houle, 

Bev. So it ſeems, Madam. 

Moth, Til ask that Gentleman ; — pray can you 

_rell me Sir 

Which is Sir Oliver T wilights ? | 

Phil. Few can better, Gentlewoman ; 
Fe is the next fair houſe your eye can fix on. 
Moth. Ithank you Sir, go on, he had a ſon abour 

ſome ten years fince. 

Phil. Thar ſon fill lives. 

Moth I pray how does he Sir ? 

Phil, Faith much about my health, [that's never 

worſe) gy 

If you have any buſineſs to him, Gentlewoman, 
I can cut ſhort your journey to the houſe; 
I'm all that ever was of the ſame kinde. 

Meth; Oh my ſweet fon ! never fell freſher joy 
Upon the heart of Mother ; this is he Sir ! 

Bev, My ſeven years trayel has e'n worm him out 
Of my remembrance. 

Sav. Oh this geer's worſe and worſe ! 

Phil. I am fo wonder-ſtruck at your bleſt pre- 


ſence, 


That through amaz'd Joy, I negle& my duty ! 


Meth, Riſe, and a thouſand bleſſings ſpring up 
with thee, 
Sav. I would we had but one in the mean time; 
Let the reſt grow at leiſure. 
AAoth, But know you not this Gentleman yet ſon ? 
Phil, Ittake its Mr Beveril. | 
Sev. My name's Beveril, Sir: 


Phil. Right welcome to wy boſom? 
Aoth. 
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Meth. You'ld not think ſon, 
How -mnchT am beholding to this Gentleman, 
As far as freedom; helaid out the ranſom, 
Finding me ſo diftreſs'd. 
Ph;l. *'Twas worthily done Sir, 
And T ſhall ever reſt your ſervant for't. 
Bev. You quite forget your worth : *Iwas my 
g00d hap Sir, 
To return home that way, after ſome travels ; 
Where finding your good Mother ſo diftreſs'd, 
I could not bur in pitry ſee her releas'd. 
Phil. It was a noble Charity Sir, Heaven quit you. 
$xv; It comes at laſt, 
Bev. I lefta ſiſter here, 
New married when I laft rook leave of England. 
Phil. Oh! Miſtreſs Low-water: 
Bev. Pray Sir, how does ſhe ! 
Phil. So little comfort I can give you Sir, 
That I would fain excuſe my ſelf, for ſilence. 
Bev. Why what's the worſt Sir. 
Phil. Wrongs has made her poor. 
Bey. You ftrike my heart — Alas good Gentl :- 
woman ! 
Phil. Here's a Gentleman, 
You know him, Mr Sa»dfield. 
Bey. I crave pardon Sir, | | 
Phil. He can reſolve you, from her Kinſwroman. 
Saxdf. Welcome to England, Madam. 
Moth. Thanks good Sir, | 
Phil. Now there's no way to '(ca9e, I'm compas'd 
round ; | 
My ſhame is like a priſoner ſet with Halbards. 
Sav. Piſh Mafter, Maſter, *cis yong flood afiz'n, 
And you can take your time now, away quicke 
Phil. Puſh, chou ft a ſwimming heed; 
Sav, Will you but hear me ? 


D 3 Wher 


Ss Foo he 2 dn. i. 


52 No wit like 4 Womans. 


When did ycu loſe your tide, when I ſet forth with 
You e L 
Phil. That's true- 
$4v.Revard me then,though you bave no feeling; 

3 would nor hang by th' Thumbs with a good will, 

Phi/ I hang by th*hearr' Sir, and would fain have 
eafe. 

5a. Then this or none: Flie to your Mothers 
pitty, 

For that's the Court muſt help you ; yare quite gone 

At Common Law, no Counſellor can hear you 

Confeſs your follies, and ask pardon for *em. 

Teil her the ſtate of all things, ſtand not nicely, 

The meat's too hard to be minc'd now ; ſhe breeds 

yong bones by this time ? 

Deal plainly, Heaven will bleſs thee ; tarn out all 

And ſhake your pockets after it : Bep, weep, kneel, 

any thing, *will break no bones man. 

Let her not reſt, take breathing time, NOT leave thee 

Till chou haſt got her help. 

Phil. Lad, I conceive thee. 
Sav. About it then, it requires haſte, do'c well; 

There”, but 8 ſhort fireet between us and Hell, 

Bev. Ah my poor ſiſter ! 
MAth, 'Laſs gcod Gentlewoman, 

My heart ev'n weeps for her : —I ſon we'll go now. 
Phil, May I crave one word Madam ? {40 his 
AMcth. With meſon ? Mother, 

The more the b:tter welcome, 

S$av. Now, now, lock : 

I pray not often, the laſt Prayer I made 

WT 35 nine yeer old laſt Bartholomey- Tide; 

"I would bave been a jolly chopper, and "Cad liv'd 

till this time. 


Moth. Why dos your words ftart back; are they 
afraid 


Of 


| 
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OF her.that ever lov'd them! 
Phil. I have a ſuit to you Madam, 
Moth. You have told me that already ; pray what 
ist? | 
If*c be ſo great, my preſent ſlate refuſe it, 
I ſhall be abler, then command and uſe it : 
What er*c be, let me have warning to provide for'e. 
Phil. Pcovide forgiveneſs theo, for that's the wait 
My conſcience feels z O my wilde youth has led mz 
Into unnatural wrongs againſt your freedom once : 
I ſpent the ranſom which my father ſent, 
To ſet my pleaſures free, while you lay captive. 
Sav. He does it finely faith. 
Aoth.. And is this all now ? 
You ule me like a firanger, pray ftand up. 
Phil]. Rather fall flat, I ſhall deſerve yet worſ:. 
40th. What ere your faults are, efteem me fi | a 
friend, 
Orelſe you wrong me more in asking pardon, 
Then when you did the wrong, you ask'd it for : 
And ſince you have prepar'd me to forgive you , 
Pray let me know for what, the {irſt faults nothi g. 
S$av, *Tis a ſweet Lady every inch of her. 
Phil. Here comes the wrong then that Crives 
home the reſt, 
I ſaw a face at Antwc7p, that quite drew me 
From Conſcience and Obedience ; in that fray 
I loſt my heart, I muſt needs loſe my way ; 


| There went the ranſom, to redeem my minde, 


Steed of the money, I brought over her ; 
And to caft mifts before my Fathers eyes, 
Told him it was my fiſter, loſt ſo long, 
Andthat your ſelf was dead. — You ſce the wrorg. 

Moth. This is but youthful ſtill, —O that word 

ſiſter I 
AMiRs me when I think on'c : I forgive tyee 
On OT Tru As 
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As freely as thou didſt ic. For alas 
This may be cal'd good dealing to ſome parts, 
Thit love and youth plays daily among ſons. 

Sav. Sbe helps our Knavery well, that's one good 

comfort, 

Ph, Bur ſuch is the hard plight my flate lives in, 
T hat *cwixt forgiveneſs, I muſt fin again, 

Ard ſcek my help where I beftow'd my wrongs. 
O Mother pitty once, though apainft reaſon | 
'auſe 1 can merit none, thongh my wrongs grieve 
ou ; 
Yet a it be your glory to relieve me; 
nn” Wherein bave I given cauſe yet of mi- 
ſtruſt, 
That you ſhould doubt my ſuccor, and my love ? 
Show me bar in what kinde I may beſtow *em. 
Phil. There came a Dutchman with report this 
day, 
That you were living. 

Moth. Came he ſo lately? 

Phil Yes Madam. 

Which news ſo ſtruck my Father onthe ſudden, 
Thar he grows jealous of my faith in both. 
Theſe five hours have I kept me from his ſight, 
And wiſh'd my ſelf eternally ſo hid : 

Ard ſurely, had not your bleft preſence quickned 
The flame of life in me, all had gone our, 

Now to confirm meto his truft again, 

Ard ſctile much arighr in his opinion ; 

Say bur ſhe is my ſifter, amd ali's well, 

Meth. You ask devotion like a baſhfal beggar, 
Thar pure need urges, and not lazy impudence ; 
And to expreſs how glad I am to pitty you, 

My bounty ſhall low'over your demand, 
1 will not onely with a conftant breath 
3 pprove that, but excuſe thee for my death? 


Sav. 
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Sav. Why here's a woman made, asa man would | 
wiſh to have her | 

Phil. Oh Iam plac'd higher in happineſs, 
Then whence I fell before ! 

Sav. We're brave fellows once again, and we can 

Keep our own : 

Now Hoffee Toftee, our Pipes play as lofcily > 

Bev. My ſiſter fled ! 

Savdf Both fled; that's the news now ; Want 

meft obey ; 

Oppreſſions came ſo tbick, they could not fiay. 

Bev. Meanare my fortunes, yet had I been nigh, 
Diftreſs nor wrong ſhou'd have made Vertue flie. 

Moth. Spoke likea Brother, worthy ſuch a iſter ; 

Bev. Grief's like a new wound, heat bepgui'es the 

ſence, 

For I ſhall feel this ſmart more three days herce. 
Come Madam, ſorrow's rude, and forgets manners. 

Sav. Our knavery is for all the world like a ſhife- 
ing Bankrupt, it breaks in one place, and ſets up in 
another : He tryes all crades, from a Goldſmith to a 
Tobacco-ſeller; we try all ſhifts, from an Outlaw 
to a Flatterer : He couzens the Husband, and com- 
pounds with the Widow; we couzen my Maſter, and 
compound with my Miſtreſs; onely here I turn o*:!\* 
right band from him, Heis known to live like a Raſ- 


cal, when I am thought to live like a Gentleman, 
E xeant:; 


- Enter Kate with her Man-hubana. 


Mrs Low. I have ſent in one to th'Widow. 
Ar. Low, Well ſaid Kate, | 
Thou ply'& thy bufineſs cloſe, — The coaſt is cle: r 
yer / 
Mri Low: Let me but have warn rg, 
D 4 I 
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Hall make pretty ſhift with them. x 
17 Low. That thou ſhalt wench. Exit. 
; My Lady Sir commends her kindly to you, 
the third part of an bourSir, 
_:4174.- 70Ur patience, —- Two or three of her Te- 
nziits cut of Kent 


\W ili gig ner fo 10ns buſted. 


/,s £0319, Thank you Sire 
wt X | f . . 
+: 1550414) attend her time and leiſure ; 
700 WY LOO once, butwhar relief 
| 120!  —_ or wharT was ? 
Pig OM? B01 MN, 22 man. 'A liſt years feaſt 
"eilds lircie comfor: "fo the preſent humor; 


-4A 
A 


Me ilwries this feeds by hopes with what bis paſt: 


——— How n:w ? 
1; Low, They're come, newly alighted. 
irs Loew. Peace, peace, 
1';l have & trick for 'em, ——Loeok _ ſecond me 
Weil now. 
Afr Low. T warrant "9 
Ars Law. I muſtſeem very imperious, I can tell 
vou ; therefore if I ſheuld chance to uſe you rough- 
iy, nray forpive me beforehand, 
Mr Low. With all my heart Kate. 
Ars Low, You muſt look for no obedience in 
thoſe clotaes, that lies in the Pocket of my Gowr, 
Ar Love. Well, well, I will not then. 
Mrs Low. 1 hear 'em coming, ftep back a little 


Sir: Where he thoſe fellnws 2 who looks out there ? 


is there ne'r a Knave ch? houſe to take thoſe Gentle- 
mens horſes 2 where wait you to day ? bow ftand 
ou > like a dreaming Gooſe ina corner, the Gen- 
2m-ns horſes forſooth.” 
Ar Low, Yes an'c like your worſhip. 


Enter 


4 
2 
, 
ls 
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Enter Maſter Weatherwiſe, 21r Pepperton, 
aud Mr Overdon, Suiters. 


Peppert. What's here, a ſtrange alteration ? 
weath: A new Lord 2 would I were upon my 
Mares back apain then. 
Mrs Low. Pray Gentlemen pardon the rudeneſs 
of theſe Grooms, 
I hope they will be brought to better faſhion ; 
In the mean time y*are welcome Gentlemen. 

All. We thank you Sir. 

Weath. Life here's quick work ! Vil ho'd my life 
bas ſtruck the Widow i*th* right Planet , Venzs ir 
Caxaa ? I thought *cwas a lecherous Planet that goes 
to't with a Caudle. 

Ars Low. How now Sir ? 

A1r Low, The Gentlemans horſes are fet up Sir. 

Peppert. No, no, no, we'll away. 

weath, Well away. 

Ars Low. How ? by my faith, but you ſhall not 
yet, by your leave; where's Beſs ? call your Miſtreſs 
Sir, to welcome theſe kinde Gentlemen my friends. 

Peppert. Overd. How Beſs, Peg ? 

weath. Plain Beſs ! I know how the world goes 
then, he has been a bed with Beſs, y*/aith ; there's 
no truft to theſe Widows ; a yong horſing Gentle- 
man carries *em away clezr. 

AMrs Low. Now where's your Miſtreſs Sir, how 
chance ſhe comes not ? 

Agr Low. ir, ſhe requefts yon to excuſe her for a 
while, ſhe*s buſie with a Millener about Gloves. 

' Mrs Low. Gloves? © FP vo 
weath. Hoyda, Gloves too |! 


Ars Low. Could ſhe fiade no other time to chuſe 


Gloves, 
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Gloves, but now when my friends are here ? 

Peppert. No Sir, *cis no matter, we thank you for 
your good will ir, co fay truth, We hbave no buſi- 
neſs wich herat all at ehis time, y*faith Sir, ; 

Mrs Low. O that's anether matter; yet ſtay, ſtay 
Gentlemen and taſte a cup of Wine ere you go. 

Overd. No, thank you Sir. 

Ars Low, Mr Pepperton, Mr Weatherws/e will 

you Sir ? 

Weath, Vil ſee the Wine in a drunkards ſhooes 
firſt, and drink®t after he has brew'd it; bur let her 
So, ſhe's fitted y*faith; a proud ſurly Sir here, he 
domineers already; one that will ſhake her bones, 
and go to Dice with her money, or I have no skill in a 
Kalender : Life ! he that can be ſo ſaucy to call her 
Beſs already, will call her Pcating-Queen a monerh 
hence. E xeunt. 

Ar Low. They have given thee all the ſlip, 

A1rs Low. So a fair riddance ! 

There's three rubs gone, I've a clear way to th? Mi- 
ſtrels. 

Ar Low, You'd need have a clear way, becauſe 

Yare a bad pricker. 
Hrs _ Yet if my Bowl take bank, I ſhall go 

nig 

To make my ſelf a ſaver : 

Here's Alley room enough, Ill ery my fortnne, 

I am to begin the world like a yonger Brother ; 

I know that a bold face, and a good ſpirit, 

Is all the )oynture he can make Widow ; 

And'c ſhall go hard, bur 31 be as rich as he, or at 
leaft ſeem ſo ; and that's wealth enough : 

For nothing kills a Widow's heart ſo much, 

Asa faint baſhful wooer, though he have thouſands, 

And come with a poor Water-gruel ſpirit, | 

And a Fiſh: market face, be ſhall ne'c ſpeed : 
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I would not bave himſelf left a poor Widower; 
Mr Low. Faith I'm glad I'm alive ; co commend 
thee Kate, I ſhall be fure now to ſee my commenda- 
tions delivered, 
Mrs Low. I'll put ber to'c y'faith. 
Ar Low. But ſoft ye Kate , 
How and ſhe ſhould accepr of your bold kindneſs ? 
_ -—h A cheif point to be thought on, by my 
ailo ; 
Marry therefore Sir, be you ſure to ſtep in, for fear I 
ſhould ſhame my ſelf, and ſpoil all: 
Myr Low. Well, Vil ſave your credit then for once, 
but look you comethere no more, 
Ars Low. Away, I hear her coming, 
Ar Low, IT am vaniſh'd, ' Exit. 


Enter Widow: 


Ars Low, How does my life, my ſoul, my dear 
ſweet Madam? | 

1d, I have wrong'd your patience, made you 
ſtand too long here. 

Ars Low; There's no ſuch thing y*faith Madam 
y are pleas'd to fay ſo. | 

id. Yes, I confeſs I was too ſlow Sir. 

Ars Low. Why you ſhall make me amends for 
that then, with a quickneſs in your Bed. 

}/ia. I hat were a ſpeedy mends Sir. 

Mrs Low. Why then you are out of my debt; 

I'll croſs the Book,and turn over a new leaf with you. 

Wiad. So with paying a ſmall debt, 1 may chance 
run into a greater. 

Mrs Low. My faith your credit will be the better 


then : There's many a braye gallant would be glad 


of ſuch fortune, 2nd pay uſe for'c. 
wid. Some of them have nothing elſe to do ; 


they 


— — 
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they would be idle and *cwere not for intereft, 
Ars Low. Ipromiſe you Widow, were Ia ſetter 
op, ſuch is my opinion of your payment, I durſt 
cruſt you with all the ware in my ſhop. 
id. I thank you for your good will, I can have 
no more. 


1rs Low. Not of me y'faith, nor that neither ; 
and you know all -— Come make but ſhort ſervice 


Widow, a kiſs and to bed, I'm very bangry y'faith 


Wench. 
}/id. What are you >1r ? 
Mrs Low. Oh a yenger Brother has an excellent 


ſNomack, Madam, worth a hundred of your ſons and 
heirs, that iiay their wedding ſtomecks with a hot 
bit of a Common Miſtreſs, and then come to a Wid- 
ows bed like a liſh of lightning: Yare ſure of the 
firſt of me, not of the five hundreth of them. TI ne- 
ver took Phylick yerinmy life ; you ſhall havethe 
DoQtor continually with them, or {ome bottle for his 
Deputy : Out flies your moneys for reſtoratiyes ard 
firengchnings, in me *cis iav'd in your purſe,and found 
m your children; they'il get peeviſh Po:hecartes 
ſtuff, you may weigh *eim by th? ounces; I hoysof 
War, brave Commanders, that ſhall bear a kredth in 
their ſhoulders, and a weight in their hips, and run 
over a-whole Countrey with a pound a Beef, and a 
Bisket in their Belly. Ho Widew, my kifles are Vir- 
ins, my embraces perfet, my ſtrength ſolid, my 
love conftant, my heat comfortable ; but to come to 
the point, inutterable. 

Fd. But ſoft ye, ſoftye; becauſe you ſtand ſo 

firitly DER 

Upon Four purity, Il put you te*c Sir. 
Will you ſwear here, you never yet knew woman I 

Ars Low, Never, as man ere knew her ; By this 


Lizht, Widow, 
id, 


\ 
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id. What, what Sir ! ſhrew my heart he moves 

me much, 

Ars Low, Nay,fince you love to bring a man on's 

knees, 7, | 

T take into the ſame oath, thus much more, 
That yare the firft Widow, or Maid, or Wife, 
That ever Iin ſuit of love did Courr, 
Or honeſtly did woo : How ſay you to that Widow ? 

rid. Marry I ſay Sir, you had a good portion of 
Chaftity left you, though ill fortune run away with 
7. _—_ 

Ars Low. That I kept for thee Widow ; ſhe's 
of fortune, and all her ſtrait bodied daughters ; thou 
ſhalt have't Widow. 

1d. Puſh what do you mean. 

Ars Low. I cannot beſtow'c better. 

414, Vil call my Servants. 

Ars Low. By my troth you ſhall not Madam, 


Enter Myr Low-water, 


My Low. Does your worſhip call Sir ? 
Mrs Low, Ha pox lare you peeping? ,Throws 
He came in a good time, I thank him) /omewhat 


for't: | at him, 
14. - What do you think of me #£ your very for- 
ward Sir: 


Hrs Low. Extremity of love. 
wid You ſay yare ignorant, 
It ſhould not ſeem ſo ſurely by your play ; 
For ought I ſee, you may make one your ſelf, 
You need not hold the Cards to any Gameſfler, 
A1rs Low, That love ſhould teach men ways to 
wrongs it ſelf ! 
Wid. Are theſe the firft-fruits of your boldreſs 
vic? 


It 
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If all take after theſe, you may boaſt on em ; 

There comes few ſuch to Market among women : 

Time you were taken down Sir. within there, 

Mrs Low. T'veloft my way again, there's but two 
paths that Icads to Widows beds, 

That's wealth or forwardneſs,and I've took the wrong 
one, 


Extey Servant, with the Smiters. 


Serv, He marry my Lady ! why there's no ſuch 
chovght yet. 
Ars Low. Oh herethey are all again too | 
id. Areyou come Gentlemen? 
I wiſh no better men. 
Wweath. Oh the Moon's chanp'd now | 
1/id. See you that Gentleman yonder | 
PFeppert. Yes ſweet Madam. 
1d, Then pray be witneſs all of you , with this 
kiſs 
I chuſe bim for my hnsband. 
All. A pox on'c. 
7414. And with this parted Gold that two hearts 
J0yn, 
Hrs Low, Never with chafter love then this of 
mine. 
wid. And thoſe that have the hearts ro come to 
th'wedding, 
They ſhall be welcome for their former loves. Exit? 
Peppert, No, I thank you, y*ave choak'd me al- 
ready. 
 Veath. I never ſuſpe&ted mine Almanack till 
now ; I believe he plays cogging 7ohn with me, I 
bought itat his ſnop ; it may learn the more knavery 
dy that. : 
Ars 
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' Mrs Low. Now indeed Gentlemen I can bid you 
welcome, 

Before *cwas bur x flouriſh. 

Feath. Nay ſo my Almanack told me 

There ſhould be an Eclipſe , but nor viſible in our 

Horizon, bur abont the eſters inhabitants of MMexi- 

cana and Califormia. | 

Ars Low. Well, we have no bufineſs there Sir. 

Weath. Nor we have none here Sir, and fo fare 

you well. Exit, 

Ar: Low. You favethe houſe a good labor Gen- 
tlemen ; the fool carries them away in a Voider, 

Where be theſe fellows ? 


Enter Servants. 


I Serv. Sif. 

Clow. Here Sir, 

x Serv, What your worſhip pleaſare. | 

Mrs Low, Ob, this is ſomething like, take you 
your eaſe Sir, 
Here are thoſe now more fitto be commanded: 

Mr Lew. How few women are of thy minde ; 
ſhe thinks it too much ro keep me in ſabjeRion for 
one day, whereas ſome wives would be plad-to keep 
their husbands in aw all days of their lives, and think 
it the beſt bargain thatere they made. 

Ars Low. 1'll ſpare no coſt for th*wedding, ſome 

device too, 
To ſhow our thankfulneſs to Wit and Fortune ; 
It ſhall be ſo— Run ftreight for one o'th' wits; 

Clow. How ! one o'ch* wits ? Icare nor if Iran 
on that account ; arethey in Town think you? 

Mrs Low, Whether runſt thou now ? 

Clow: Toan Ordaary for one of the wits. | 

Mrs Low. Why to an O:drary, above a Tavern. 


( low. 
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Clow; No, I hold your beft wits to be at Ordnary, 
nothing ſo good in a Tavern: 
Mrs Low. And why I pray vir e 
Clow: Becauſe thoſe that go toan Ordnary dine 
better for Twelve pence, then he that goes to a Ta- 
vern for his five ſhillings; and I thinkthoſe have the 
beſt wits that can ſave four ſhillings, and fare better 


00: | 
; Ars Low. So Sir, all your wit then runs upon 


Vittuals. 
Clow. *Tis a fign *ewill hold ont the longer then. 
Ars Low. What were you ſaying to me 2 
Serv. Pleaſe your worſhip, 
I heard there camea Sciollar over lately 
With old Sir Olzver's Lady. 
Ars Low. Is ſhe come 2 
What 1s that Lady ? 
1 Serv. A good Gentlewoman, 
Has been long priſoner with the enemy. 
Mrs Low. I know'e too well , and joy in her re- 
leaſe. 
Go to that houſe then ſtraight, and in one labor 
You may bid them, and entreat home that Schullar; 
1 Serv. It ſhall be done with ſpeed Sir. 
Clow. Vil along with you | 
And ſee what face that Schollar has brought over ; 
a thin pair of Barbreaking Sea-water Green- 
chops, I warrant you, 
Ars Low. Since wit has pleaſut'd me, ]'ll pleaſure 
wits | | 
Schollars ſhall fare the better. — O my Blefling ! 
I feel a hand of mercy lift me up 
Oat of a world of waters, and now ſets me 
Upon a Mountain, where the Sun plays moſt, 
To chear my heart ev'nss it dries my limbs. 
What deepi I ſee beneath me ? in whoſe falls 


A 


KM airy 
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Many a nimble mortal royls, 
And Rs can fecd himſelf. the ſtreams of Fortuns 
'Gainft which he cugs in vaiti, ſtil! beat kim down, 
And will not ſuffer him (paſt tiand'to mouth) 
. Tolife his arm co his Poſterities Bleſſing, 
I ſee a careful ſweat runin a ring 
About his Temples, but all will nor do : l 
For till ſome happy means relieve his ſtate; 
\ There he muſt tick, and bide the wrath of fate; 
I eethis wrath upon + an uphil Land, 
O bleft are they can ſee their falls;and Rlacd ! 
How now *? 


E ter Beveril. 


Serv. With much entreating Sir, he's come. _ 
Ars Low. Sir yare—my Brether! —— Joys 
come thick rogether : 
Sir when I ſee a Scholar, pardon me, 
1 am fo taken with affiigion for him, 
That I mnft run into his arms, and claſpe bim ; 
| Bev, Art ſandsin need Sir of ſuch cheriſhe:s; 
T meet too few; *(were a brave world for Schollars 
If half a Kingdom were bur of your minde Sir ; 
Let Ignorance and Hell confound the reft, 
Mrs Low. Let it ſuffer ſweet Sir, you cannot 
think | 
How deerly you are welcome. 
Bev. May I live 
To ſhew you ſervice for'c.. 
Mrs "al Your love. your love Sir; 
. Wego no higher, nor ſhall you go lower. 
Sir I'm bold co ſend for you, to requeſt 
'A kindneſs from your wit, for ſome devic? 
'To grace our wedding it ſhall be worth y« ur pains ; 


And ſomethiog more Cexpichs my love ty art, Yr, 
þ 194 
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You ſhall not receive all in bare embraceraents. 
Bev. Your love I thank, bur pray Sir pardon me, 
I've a heart ſays I muſt not grant you thar, 
74rs Low. No, what's your reaſon Sir ? 
Bev, I'm not at peace 
With rhe Lady of this houſe ; now yon wil naſe me, 
Sh'as wrong'd my ſiſter, and [ may not do'c. 


Ars Low. The Widow knows you not. 
Bcw. I never ſaw her face to my remembrance. 


Oh that my heart ſhould fcel her wrongs ſo much, | 
And yet live :gnorant of the injurer | 

17s Low. Let me perſwade thee, ſince ſhe knows 

you nor, 

Make clear the weather, let not griefs betray you, 
I'll tell her y'ce a worthy friend of mine, 
And ſo I tell her true ; thou art indeed, 
Sir here ſhe comes. 


WU." 


Enter Widow. 


id. What are you buſie Sir ? 
Ars Low, Nothing leſs Lady; here's a Gentleman 
Of noble parts, beſide bis friendſhip to me ; 
Pray give him liberal welcome. 
»W:id. He's moſt welcome. q 
Mrs Low: The vertues of his minde will deſerve 
largely. _ 
id, Methinks his outward parts deſerve as much 
then ; a proper Geatleman it is. 
Mrs Low. Come worthy Sir, x 
Bev, I follow ; check thy blood ( 
For fear it p:ove too bold to wrong thy goodneſs: |. 
A wiſeman rakes affeRions but bis {laves. 
Break *em in time, let *em not maſter chee, 
O 'tis my ſitters enemy, think of that ! 
Some ſpcedy grief fall down upon the fire, 


, F 
B:iore 
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Before ittake my keart ; let it not riſe 
*Gainſt brotherly Nature , Judgment ; 
wrongs; — make clear the weather. 
Oh who could look upon her face in ſtorms | 


Yet pains may work it our, griefs do bur firive | 
To kill this ſparke, 1'I! keep i ic ſtill alive. 


and theſs 


—— 


Aatz, Scxn1. 


Exter the three late Sutters, Weatherwiſe, 


Pepperton, 4»4 Overdon, joyn'd With 
Si Gilbert Lambſton. 


Aith Sir Gi/bert, forget and forgive, 
There's a!l out hands to a new bargain of 
frienaſhip. 
Peppert. I and all our hearts to boot, Sir Gi/s 
bert. 
weath. Why la you | there's but four Sditors lefe 
on'sin all th'world, and the fifth bas the Widow ; if 
we ſhould not be kinde to one another, and ſo few 
. on's y'faith, I would we were all rak'd up itn ſome 
+ hole or other. 
Sir Gilb. Pardon me Gentlemen, 1 cannot bot 
remember 
- Your late diſgraceful words before the Widow, 
* In time of any oppreſſion, io 
: FWeath, Pub, Saturn raign'd then, . melanctioly 
3 grumbling Planer, he was in thethird houſe of privy 
'Z enemies, and would bave bewray'd all our plors ; be- 
2 fide there was 2 fiery conjurEion in the Dcagons 


© rails, that ſpoil'd all that ere we went abour; my 
7 E 2 Si 


weath." 
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Sir Gilb, Dragon or Devil, ſomewhat *cwas I am 
ſure, . 
rweath. Why I tell you Sir Gilbert, we were all 
out of onr wits in't; I was ſo mad art that time my- 
ſelf, I could have wiſh'd an hind-quarter of my 
Bull out of your belly again, whereas now I care not 
if you had eac tail andall; Iam no niggard in the 
way of friendſhip, I was ever yet at Full Mooa in 
good fellowſhip, and ſo you ſhall finde, if you look 
into the Almanack of my true nature. 

Sir Gilh. Well all's forgiven for once, hands x- 

pace, Gentlemen, 

Weath. Ye ſhall have two of mine to do you a 
kindneſs, —yet when they're both abroad,who ſhall 
look to th*houſe here ? 

Pep. Overd. Not onely a new friendſhip, but a 

iriend, 

Sir Gilb. But upon this condition Gentlemen 
You (hall hear now a thing worth your revenge. 

IVeath. And you doubt that, 

You ſhail have nine before-hand, I've one ready, 1 
never £0 without a black Oath zsbout me. 

Sir Gilz. I know the leaft touch of a ſpur in this 
Will now pur your deſires to a falſe 2allop ; 

By all means ſlandrous ia every place, 

Ard; inall companies, to diſgrace the Widow, 

No matter in what raok, ſo it be ſpigheful 

And worthy your revenges; ſo nowT, 

I: (hall be all my ſtudy, care, and pains, 

And we can loſe no labor; all her foes | 
Will make ſuch ufe on'c, that they'll ſnatch it from us 
Faſter chen we can forge it; though we keep 
Four tonpaes at work upon *cand never ceaſe. | 
Then for che indifferent world, faith they*ceapter 
To bid i{lave welcome, then a truth . 

Wehave the odds of our fide: this in time 


Miy - 
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May grow ſo general, as diſgrace will ſpred, 
That wilde diſſection may divide the bed. 
Weath, Pep. Excellent ! 
Overd. A pure revenge, I ſee no dregs in'e. 
Sir Gilb. Let each man look to his part now, and 
not feed 
Upon one diſh all four on's, like plain Miltmen ; 
For at this feaſt we muſt have ſeveral kickſhaws, 
And delicate made diſhes, that che woild 
May ſee it is a Banquet finely furniſh'd. 
Feath, Why then let me aJone for one of your 
kickſhaws, 
I have thought on that already. 

Sir Gilb. Prethee how Sir ? 
Weath; Marry Sir Vil give it out abroad, that 
have lain with the Widow my ſelf, as *cis the fsſhion 
of may a gallant to diſprace his new Miſtreſs, when 
he cannot hsve his will of her, and lie with her name 


' inevery Tavern, though he ne'c came within a yard 


of her perſon ; ſo I being a Gentleman, may ſay 2s 
much in that kinde as a gallant; I am as free by my 
Fathers copy. 

Sir Gilb. This will do excellent Sir !. 

weath. And moreover Vil give the world thus 
much to underſtand beſide that, if [ had not lain 
with the Widow in the wain of the Moon, at one of 
my Seven Stars houſes, when Ven was about bul!- 


' 2 neſs of her own, and could give no aitendance, ſhe 


had been brought a bed with ewo roaring boys by 


 thistime, and the Gemiz being Infants, I'd have made 
_ - away with them like a ſtep-mother , and putmine 
: 6wn boys in their places. 


1 


Sir Gilb. Why. this is beyond talk, you out-run 
your Maſter, 


E 3 E. ter 
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Enter Clown, 


{lww. Whoop ! draw home next time ; hereare 
all the old ſhooters, that have loſt the game at pricks ? 
what a fair mark had Sir Gilbers on 't, if be bad ſhot 
home before the laſt Arrow came in  methinks tbeſe 
ſhow to me now, for all the world, like ſo many 
louſie beggars curn 'd out of my Ladies Barn, and 
have ne*r a hole ro put their heads its 
 weath. Maſs here's her Ladiſhips Aſs, he tells us 

any thing. 

$:r Gilb. Ho Pickadille ! 

Chw. What Sir G:/bert Lambſtos | 
Gentlemen, Oaut-laws ail, how do you do? 

Sir Gilb; How | whar dot call us > how goes the 
world at home Lad ? 
What ſtrange news ? 

Clow. This is the ſlate of prodigals as right as 
c27 be, when they have ſpent all their means on brave 
feaſts, their glad to ſcrape to a ſerving- man for a ' 
meals meac. 

So you that whilome Ike four prodigal rivals, 
Could Gooſe or Capon, Crane or Woodcock chuſe, 
Now'reglad to make up a poor meal with news ; 
A lamentable bearing |! 

Weath. He's in paſſion ; —up to the Eyebrows 

for os. 

_ Clow. O Mr weatherwi/e, I blame none butyou ;- 
——you area Gentleman deeply read in Ponds Al- 
manack ;— methinks you ſhould nox be ſuch a ſhal- - 
low fellow ; you knew this day the twelf of Pave 1 
would come when the Sun enters into the Crabs * 
room, and all your hopes would go aſide, aſide. 

weath, The fool ſays trne y "ith Gentlemen, I 


k new 
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knew *would come all & this paſs, I'll ſhow't you 
preſently. 

Clow. Tf you had ſpar'd bat four of your twelye 

Signs now, 
You might have gone to a Tavern and made merry 
with *em. 

Feath, Nas the beft Moral meaning of an Aſs, 
that ere I heard ſpeak with rongne : Look you hece 
Gentlemen ; fifth day neither Fiſh nor Fleſh, 

Clow. No, nor good Red-herring, and you look 
again; 
weath. Sixth day privily prevented, 
Clow. Marry faugh. 
weath. Seventh day ſhrunk in the wetting. 
C ow. Nay, ſo will the beft Ware bought for love 
or money. 
reath. Theeighth day over head and ears. 
Fw: By my faith he come home in a ſweet pickle 
then | 
Weath. The ninth day, ſcarce ſound at heart. 
Clow: What a pox ail'd it? 
yeath, The tenth day a Courtiers welcome, 
Clow. That'sa cup of Bear, and you can get it. 
weath. T he eleventh day, ftones againſt the wind. 
Clow, Pox of an Aſs, he might have thrown '©m 
better. + | 
Feath. Now the twelf day Gentlemen, that was 
our day.'— Paft all redemption, 
| Clow. Then the Devil go with c. 
reath. Now you ſee plainly Gentl:men how we're 
ns'd, | 
The Kalender will not lie for no mans pleaſure. 
| SirGi1b, Puſh, y'aretoo confident in Almanack 
J- Poſies, 
Peppert. Faith ſo faid we, 
| Sir Gilb; They're meer deluſions. 
E 4 Weath. 
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Wenrr, How ! —You ſee how knaviſhly they 
happen Str. 
Sir G11b, 1, that's becavſe they're fooliſhly bely'd 
pf 
weath, Well, take your ccurles Gentlzmen with. 
out *em,and fee what will come on "©; you may wan- 
cer like maſterle%. men, there's ne'r a Planee will 
care a balf-penny for you: If they look after you I'll 
b:lang'd, when you ſcorn to beſtow two pence to 
look after them. 
Sir Gilb. How! a device at the wedding ſay'ſt 
| thon | | 
Clow. Why? tave r.one of you heard of that 
yet £ 
Sir Gil. 'Tis the firſt news y*faith L ad; 

j Clow. Oh there's a brave Lager Schollar en- 
ecrtain'd into the houſe a purpoſe ; one that hes been 
3il the w-rid over, and ſome part of Peruſalew; as 
{is Chamber, his yer, and three Cardles allow'd him 
after <upper.. 

WWea:h, By my faich he need not complain for 
victuils then, what ere he be. 
 Clow, He lies in one of the beft Chambers <<? 
tonſe, bravely matted ; and to warm bis wits as much, 
a cup of Sack and an Aqua Vite Bottle ſtands jutt 
at his elbow. 

reath. He's ſhroudly hurt by my fairh ; if he 
catch an Ague of that faſhion, 1'll be hang d. 
 C tow. He'll come abroad anon. 

Sir Gilb. Act ſure on'c ? 

Clow. Why he ner ſtays a quarter of an bour in 
' the houſe together: | 
Sir Gilh No; how can he ſtacy then 2 | 
Clw. Pha beſt of all ; he ealks a5 he goes, and | 

writes as he rurs, beſides you know *s death tO a 
Kravelle c tO fad long! in one Place. | 


” WF 2 
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Sir Gil6. Ir may hitright boys ! — Honeſt Pick: 
aaille 
Thou waſt wont to love me. 

Clow. I'd good cauſe Sir then. 

Stir Gilb, Thou ſhalt have the ſame ſtil \take that, 

Clow, Will you believe me now ; I ne'r lov'd you 
better in my life, then I do at this preſent. 

Sir Gilb. Tell me now truly ; who arethe Pre- 

ſenters ? 
What Parſons are employed inthe Device? 

Clow, Parfons | not any Sir ; my Miſtreſs will not 
be at the charge ; ſhe keeps none but an old Welth 
Vicar, 

S$:r Gilb. Prethee, T mean, who bethe Speakers ? 

Clow, Troth 1 know none, but rhoſe that open 
_ mouths : Here he comes now himſelf, you wy 
ak DIM, 


Enter Mr Beveril; 


weath: 3s this he ? by my faith one may pick 2 
Gentleman out of his Calves, and a Schollar out on's 
Checks; one may ſce by his looks what's in him ; I 
warra nt. you there haz ne'r a new Almanack come out 
theſe douzen years, but he has ſtudied it overand ove. 

Sir Gilb, Do not reveal us now. 

Clow, Becauſe you ſhall be ſure on'e, you have p{- 
ven me a nine-pence here, and Fl! give you the ſlip 
for* \. Exit, 
 SirGilb, Well aid ; now the, Fool's pleas'd, we 

may be bold, 

Bey, Love is as preat an enemy to Wit, 

As Ignorance to Art ; I finde my powers - 
So much employ'din boſi neſs of my heart, 
That all thetime*s too litele to diſpatch 
Aﬀeairs within me, — Fortune too remiſs 
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I ſuffer for tby (lowneſs, bad I come 
Before a Vow had chaind cheir ſouls together, 
There might have been ſome hope, though ne'c {0 
litele : 
Now there's no ſpark at all, nor ere can be, 
But dreadful ones firuck from Adultery ; 
And if my Laft were ſmothered wich her will, 
Oh who could wrong a Gentleman ſo kinde, 
A ftranger made vp with a Brothers minde ? 
Sir Gilb; Peace, peace, enough, letmealoneto 
manage it. 
A quick invention, and a happy one 
Reward your ſtudy Sir. 
Bev, Gentlemen I thank you. | 
Sir Gitb. We underſtand your wits are 4n em*- 
ploymeat Str, 
In honor of this wedding. 
Bev. Sir, the Gentleman 
To whom that worthy Lady is betroth'd, 
Vouchlſafes accept the power of my good will in'c. 


Sir G+lb, I pray reſolve us then Sir, for we're 
friends | 


That love and honor her. 
Sir Gilb. Whether your number be yet full, or no, 
Of choſe which you make choice of for Preſenters, 
Bev, Firft, "tis ſo brief, becauſe the time 1s ſo, 
We ſhall not trouble many ; and for thoſe - 
We ſhall employ, the houſe will yeild in ſervants: 
_ Nay then under your leave and favor 
ir, 
Since all your pains will be ſo weakly grac'd, 
And wanting due performance loſe their luftre ; 
Here are four of us Gentlemen, her friends, 
Both lovers of her honor, and your Art, 
Thar would be glad fo toexprels our ſelves, 
And think our ſervice well, and worthily plac'd. 
EL '" Beve 
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Bev. My thanks do me no grace for this large 
kindneſs, 
Yon make my labors prond of ſuch Preſenters. 
Sir Gilb, She ſhall not think Sir, ſhe's ſo ill bes 
 lov'd, 
But friends can quickly make that number perfeR, 
Bev. She's bound Yacknowledge it. 
$;r Gi1b. Onely thus much Sir, 
Which will amaze her moſt; I'd hav't ſo carrieg, 
As you cando't, that neither ſhe, nor none 
Shonld know what friends we were till all were done, 
weath. I that would make the ſpore. 
Bev, LIlike it well Sir ; 
My hand and faith amongf you Gentlemen, 
It ſhall be ſo diſpoſed of. 
Sir Gith, We are the men then. 
Bev. Then look you Gentlemen , the Device is 


9 
Naked, and plain, becauſe the time's ſo ſhort, 
And gives no freedom to a wealthier ſport ; 
*Tis onely Gentlemen, the four Elements 
In livelieft forms, Earth, Water, Air, and Fire. 
Weath. Maſs and here's four of us too. 
Bev. It fits well Sir, 
This the effeR, That whereas all thoſe four 
Maintain a natural oppoſition Y 
And untruc'd war, the one againft the other, 
To ſhame their ancient Envies they ſhould ſee 
How well in two breſts all theſe do agree: 
Weath. That's in the Bride and Bridegroom ; I 
am quick Sir. 
Sir Gi1b, In faith it's pritty Sir, I approve it well. 
' Bev, But ſee how ſoon my happineſs, and your 
kindneſs 
Is crolt rogether, 
Sir G41b. Croft | I hope not ſo Sir. 


Bev, 
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Bev: I can employ but two of you; 
Peppert. How comes tÞat Sir ? 


” Bev: Airand the Fire ſhould be by me preſented, 


But the two other in the forms of women, 
zyeath. Nay, then we're gone again : I think theſe 
women 
Were made to vex and trouble us in all ſhapes. 
Sir Gilb. Faith Sir you ftand too nicely, 
-Feath. So think I SIT. 

Bev. Yetwhen we tax our ſelves, it may the better 
Set off our Errors, when the fine eyes judge 'em ; 
Bur water certainly ſhould be a woman. 

1yeath. By my faich then he is geided ſince I ſaw 
him laſt; he was thought to be a man once, when he 
got his wife with childe before he was married; 

Bev. Fie, you are fiſhing in an other ftream Sir. 

weath, But now I come to yours, and you go to 
that Sir ; I ſee no reaſon then but Fire and Water 


ſhould change ſhapes and genders. 


Bev. How prove you that Str ? 
weath, Why therc's ng reaſon but Water ſhould 


bes man, becauſe Fire is commonly known to be a 


Quean. 


Bev. So Sir, you argue well. 

Yeath. Nay more Sir, Water will break in at a lit- 
tle crevice, ſo will a man if he be not kept ont; Wa- 
ter will gndermine, fo will an Informer ; Water will 
ebb and flow,ſo will a Gentleman ; Water will ſearch 
any place, and ſo will a Conſtable, as lately he did 
at my Seven Stars for a yong Wench that was ftole ; 
Water will quench Fire, and ſo will /at the Barber, 
Er go, Let Water wear a Codpeece-point. _ 

- _ Faith Gentlemen I like your company 
well. 

Wweath Let's ſee who'll diſpute with me at the Full 

a 7: Fr ot 
Bev, 
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Bev. NoSir ; and you be vain-glorious of your 
| Talenr, I'ii put you to'c once more. 

Weath. I'm for you Sir, as long as the Moon keeps 
in this quarter. | 

Bev. Well, how anſwer you this then > Earth and 
Water are both bearers; therefore they ſhould be 
women, 

weath; Why ſoare Porters and Pedlers, and yet 
they are known to be men. 

Bev. Vl give yow'over in time Sir, I ſhall repent 
the beſtowing on't elſe. 

Weath. If I that have proceeded in five and 
twenty ſuch Books of Aﬀronomy, ſhould not be a- 
ble to put down a Schollar now in One thouſand fix 
hundred thirty and eight, the Dominical Letter be- 
ing G, I ſtood fer a Gooſe. 

Sir Gi1b. Then this will ſatisfie you though that 

be a woman; 
Ocean, the Sea, that's cheit of Waters, 
He wears the form of a man, and ſo may you. 

Bev. Now I hear reaſon, and I may conſent. 

Sir Gilb. And fo, though Earth challenge a Femi- 
nine face, 
The matter of which Earth conſiſts, that's duft, 
The general ſoul of Earth is of both kindes. 
Bev. Fit your ſelves Gentlemen, I've enough for 
me. 
Earth, Water, Air, and Fire, part 'em amongſt yeu?! 
yeath, Let me play fair, I was my Fathers eldeft 
ſon. 

Bev. I but this Air never poſſeſt the Lands. 

Weath, I'm but d:\pos'd to jeft with you cir ; "cis 
the ſame my Almanack ſpeaks on, is'c not ? 

Bev. That *cis Sir, 

Fpeath. Then leaveit to my dicretion, to fit both 
tie part and the perſon, 


4 Bev. 
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Bev. You ſhall have your deſire Sir. 
Sir Gilb. We'll agree 
Withour your erouble now Sir, we'renot fatious, 
Or envy one another for beſt parts ; 
Like quarrelling ARtors that have paſſionate fits, 
We ſubmir always to the Writers wits, 
Bev. He that commends you, may do't liberally; 
For you deſerve as much as praiſe can ſhow. 
Stir Gilb. We'll ſend to you privately. 
- Bev. Vil diſpatch you. 
Sir Gilb. We'll poyſon your device. Exit. 
Peppert. She muff have pleaſures, 
Shows and conceits, and we diſgraceful doom. 
wweath. We'll make your Elements come limping 
home. E xennt. 
" Bev. How happy am I in this unlook'd for grace; 
This volunrary kindneſs from theſe Gentlemen ! 
*Iwill ſeroff all my labors far more pleaſing 
Before the Widow, whom my heart calls Miſtreſs, 
But my tongue dares not ſecond ir, 


Enter Mrs Lowwmater and her Max-huchand. 


Ar Low. How ſay you now Kate ? 
» Alrs Low. I like this Maſick well Sir, 
Bev, O unfortunate ! 
Yet though a Tree be gaarded from my touch, 
There's none can binder me to love the fruir. 
| 44rs Low, Nay, now we know your minde Bro- 
ther, we'll provide for you. Exit, 
Bev, O were it but as free as late times knew it; 
I would deſerve, if all lifes wealth could doit. Exit. 


At 
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 Act4, Scxnn, 


Exter at Sir Oliver's hoxſe, himſelf, old Sunſet, 
ht redeemed Lady. Maſter Sandfield, the 
Dutch Merchant, Philip Sir Olivet's 
Son, and Savorwit aloff off, 
and Servants: 


Sir Oliv, CA My reviving joy ! thy quickning pre- 
ſence 

Makes the ſad night of threeſcore and ten years 

Sit like a youthful Spring upon my blood : 

| I cannot make thy welcome rich enough 

With all the wealth of words. 

Moth. Itis expreſt Sir 
With more then can be equal'd ; the ill tote 
Lies onely on my fide, my thanks are poor. 

S$:r 01, Bleft be the goodneſs of his minde for ever, 
Thar did redeem thy life, may it return 
Upon bis fortunes double ! that worthy Gentleman, 
Kinde Mr Bevers/ ! ſhowre upon him, Heaven, 
Some unexpected bappineſs to requite him | | 
. For that my joys unlook'd for ; — O more kiade , 
And jufter far is a meer ſtrangers goodneſs 
Then the ſophiſtick faith of natural ſons, | 
Here's one cou'd juggle with me, take up the ranſom, 
He and his looſe companton. 
 Sav. Say you me ſo Sir? 

Pl] eat hard Eggs for that t-ick? 

S$:r Ol. Spend the money, | 
And bring me home falſe news, and empty pockets : 
Jathat yong gallancs tongue there you were dead} 
Ten weeks before this day, had not this Merchant 

| Brovght 
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Bronght firſt the tcuth in words, your ſelf in ſub- 


ftance. 
Aerh. Pray let me ſtay you here, ere you proceed 
Sir; 
Did he report me dead ſay you ? 
Sir Ol. Elle you live not. 
Meth. See now Sir, you may lay your blame too 
raſhly 
When no 40h look'd after it ; let me tell you Sir, 
A Fathers anger ſhould rake oreat advice, 
Ere it condemn Heſh of ſo dear a price. 
He's no way puilty yer for that report 
The general congue of all che Countrey ſpred ; 
For being remov'd *far off, I was though dead. 
Phil. Can my faich now be taken into favor Sir £ J 
Is't worthy to be truſted ? C 
$av. Noby my troth is not ; *ewould make ſhift 
to ſpend another ranſom yet; 


Sir O01. Well Sir, I maſt confeſs y*ave here dealt 


well with me; 

And what is good in you, I love again. 

Sav. Now am I half ways in, juſt to the oirdle, 
Bur the worſt part's behinde. 

S$:r Ol. Marry I fear me Sir, 
This weather is too glorious to hold long. 

7th; I lee no cloud to interpoſle it Sir, 
If you p'ace confidence in whatT have cold you. 


Sir 01. Nay *tis clear skie on that fide, would 


._ *rwerelo 
All over his obedience ; I ſee that, 
And ſo does this good Gentleman, 

Atiath, Do you Sir? 

Sir 0, That makes his honeſty doubtful. 

Aſoth. I pray ſpe3k Sir, 
The truth of your lsft kindr.eſs cakes me bold with 
you, 


Dutch | 


ES Ez, » & 
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Dutch M. The Knight your husband, Madam, 


c- n beft ſpeak; 
He trul:eſt can ſhow grieſs, whoſe heart they brezk. 


Aoth. I'm ſorry yer for more, piay let me knot 


vir, | 
That I miay help to chide him, though *.wou 1d 
g1eve me. 
Siro07. Why then prepare for'c ; you came over 
now 


In the beſt time to dv'c you con'd pick out - 
No! onely ſpent my money, but to biicde me, 
He and his wicked I: trumeane 
S$av. Now he fiddles me 
Sir 01. Brings home a Minion here,by great chance 
' known; 
Told me ſhe wa: his ſiſter, ſhe proves nore. 
A7oth. This was urk ndly ps Sir ; now I'm for: yp 
My good opinion loft it ſelf upon you; 
You are not the /ame fon left behinde me, 
More grace rook him. — O let me end intime, 
For fear I ſhould forget my ſelf, and chide him | 
Where is he Sir e though he beguil 'd youreyes, 
He carnor dece.ve mnice ; we're now too hard for 
him. 
For ſince our firſt unfortunate ſeparation, 
I've ofcert ſ:en the G:rl (would that were true) 
By many a bappy : ecident, many a one z 
But never durft acknow' 'edge her for mitie own, 
And therein food ry jc ys diftreſt : 4a _. 
Sir Ol. You reheacte miferies wiic | call the Mad 
down. 
Sav. She's been too ofren down to be nov cal'sf 
fo ; 
She'll lte down ſhortly, and cal} ſon body ups 
#1oth. He's now to dial with one Sir that Knows 


efuth; 
: TY 
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He muft be ſham'd or quit, there's no mean ſaves 
him. 
S$:r Ol. I hear her come. 
Aoth. You ſee how hard *ctis now 
To redeem good opinion being once gone , 
Be careful then, and keep it when *cis won. 
Now ſee me take a poyſon with great joy, 
Which but for thy ſake, I ſhould ſwoun to touch. 


Exter Grace. 


Grace, What new 8ffliQtion ? aml ſet to ſale 
For any one that bids moſt ſhame for me ? 
Sir Ol. Leok you ? do you ſee what ſtuff they've 
brought me home here ? 
AMoth. Oh bleſs her eternal powers | my life, my 
cotnforts, 
My nine years grief, but everlaſting joy now ! 
T hrice welcome to my heart ; 'tis ſhe indeed: 
Sir Ol. Whatis it © 
Phil. 'm unfit to carry a ranſom. 
$4zv. Down on your knees to ſave your Belly 
harmleſs : 
Ask bleffing, though you never mean to ule it, 
But give'c away preſently to a Beggar-wench: 
Phil. My faith is blemiſh'd , I'm no man of truft 
Sir, 
AMeoth. Riſe with a Mothers blefling. 
Sav. All this while ſas rife with a ſons. 
Sir O!, But ſoft ye, ſoft ye wife ! 
] pray take heed you place your bleſſing right now. 
Thi; honeft Dutchman here rold me he ſaw her 
At eAntwiypinan Inn; 
Moth, True, ſhe was ſo Sir: £ 
' Dutch Af. Sir, *cis my quality; what I ſpeak Orce, 
I aiirmever; in chat Ian 1 ſaw her, 
That 
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Thar lets her not to be your daughter now: 

Sir 01. Oh Sir, is'c come to that ! 

S$*»/. Here's joys ne*r dreamt on ! 

Sir 01. OMr Swyſct,] am at the riſing _ 
Of my refulgent happineſs ! now ſon Saxdfield, 
Once more and ever | 

Sandf. T am prond on't Sir. 

Sir Ol. Pardon me boy, I have wronp 4 thy fait b 

roo much, 

_ Now may I leave my ſhell,and peep my head 

orth. 

— 01. Where ts this Savor wit,that honeft whore- 

2 7 ns 
That I may take my curſe from his knaves ſhoulders. 

Sav. O Sir, I feel you at my very blade here, 
Your curſe is ten tone weight, and a pound over. 

Sir 01, Come; thou'rc a witty Varlet, and & 

ecuſty. 

Sav. You ſhall ill finde me a poor faithful fel- 

low if, 
Tt you have another ranſome to ſend over, 
Or davghter to fiade our. | 

Sir 01. [Vl do thee right boy ; 

I ne*r yet knew thee but ſpeak honeft Engliſh; 
' Marry in Dutch I found thee a kneve lately. 

Sav. That was to hold you bat in play a lictle, 
Till farther truths came over, and I ſtrong, 
You ſhall ne'c finde me a knave in mine own tongue: 

I have mere grace in me, I go out of England 
Stitl when I take fach courfes - that fhows nodeſly 
Str. 

Sir 01. Any thing full of wit; and void 6f Faim, 
| I give thee was,” for, ſo was that now. "4 

wat Faith now I'm quit, I finde my ſelf rhe nit.* 

bler 
To fefve you fo again; ar & my wi 11's goot ; 
hz 
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Lixe one that lately ſhook off his old Irons, 
And cuts a purſe at Bencb, to deſerve new ones, | 
Sir O01, Since it holds all the way ſo fortunate ftill, 
And ſtrikes ſo even with my firſt belief, 
T his is the Gentleman _ yong Mr Saxdfield here, 
A man of wortby parts beſide his Lands, 
Whom I make choice of for my daughters Bed: 
Sav. Bur bel make choice there of another Bed- 
fellow. 
ZAoth., 1 wifh *em both the happineſs of love 
SIC 
Sir 01. *Twss ſpoke like a good Lady —- 
Ard your memory can reach it wife z bur *cis ſo long 
80 £00. 
Old Mr Sanſer he fad a yong daughter 
When you unluckily left Z:gland fo, 
And much about the age of our Girl there ; 
For both were nurs'd topether, 
Aoth. Tis fo freſh 
In my remembrance, now y*have wakned it, 
As if twelve years were but a twelve hours dream, 
Sir Ol. Thar Girl is now a proper Gentiewoman, 
Ac fine'a body wife, as ere was meaſured 
With an Indenture cut in farthing ſteaks. 


S$1»/, O ſay nor fo Sir 01iver, you (Fall pardon 
me Sir. 


Y*faith Sir you are too blame. 
Sr 01. Sings, dances, plays, 

Touches an Inftrument with a Motherly Grace. 
Snyf. * 11s your own davphter that you mean that 


Fav. There's open Dutch indeed, and he could 
rake it; 


Stir Ol. This wench under your leave; 
Sus/. You have my love in'c. 


Sir OL. Is my f{6nr wife that ſhall be, 
SAv, 
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Sev. Thus I'd hold with't ; 
Is your ſons wife that ſhonld be Mr Sawdfield: ? 
A4 oth. I come in happy time to a fealt of marri- 
ages. 
Sir. 01. And row you put's 1" minde, the hour 
draws on 
At the new married Widows there we'ce look'd for : 
There will be eaterts1aments, ſports, and banquets ; 
There theſe yong lovers hill clap hands together, 
The ſeed of one feaſt ſhall bring forth another. 
Sunſ, Wellſaid Sir Oliver, 
Str 01, Y'are a ſtranger Sir, 
Your welcome will be beſt. 
Dutch 21, Good Sir excuſe me: 
Sir 01. You ſhall along y'faith, you muſt not re- 
fuſe me. Exit, 
AManent Mother, Siſter, Philip, ad Savorwit. 
Phil. O Mother | theſe new joys that ſets my ſoul 
up, 
Which had no means, nor any hope of any, 
Has brought me now fo far in debt to you, 
I know not which way co begin to thank you, 
I am fo loft in all, I cannot gheſs 
Which of the two my ſervice moſt conſtrains, 
Your laft kinde goodneſs, or your firſt deer pains. 
Aoth. Love is a Mothers duty to a ſon, 
As a ſons duty is both love and fear. 
Sav. I ow you a poor life MaQam, that's all ; 
Pray call for*t when you pleaſe, it ſhall be ready for 
you. | 
Aoth. Make much on'c Sir till then, 
Sav. If Butter'd Sack will — 
Aoth. Me thinks the more I look upon her ſon, 
The more thy fifters face runs in my minde. 
Phil. Belike ſhe's ſomewhat like her-— It males 


the detter Madam, 
7 OM ; F 3 Moth. 


4 
[ 
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? feth Was Antwerp, ſay you, the firſt place you 


und her in ? 
PL) Yes Madam: Why do you ask ? 
Act Jt daughter were you ? 
Gra: "nd not riglitly whoſe, to ſpeak truth 
Ma _ | 


Sav. Go c {tier of her was a good twigper the 
Azorth, Mo : with whom were you brought up | 
a ag | | | | 
Grace. With thoſe Madam, 
le whom (''ve often heard) the enemy ſold me. 
AMoth. What's chat o ; | 
Grace, Too often have I heard this piteous ſtory 
Of a diftceſled Mother I had once, 
Whoſe comfortable ſight TI loſt ar Sea ; 
Bu: then the years of childhood took from me 
Both the remembrance of her, and the ſorrows. 
Moth. OhlT begin to feel her in my blood ! 
My heart leaps to be at her ; —— What was that Mo- | 
ther ? 
Grace. Some ſaid an Engliſh Lady ; po — Bat 1 
know not. 
Afoth. What's thy name ? 
Grace, Grace, 
A1oth. May it be ſo in Heaven, 
F oi thou art mine on Earth ; welcome dear childe 
Unto thy Fathers houſe, thy Mothers arms, 
After thy forein ſorrows. | 
Sav. 'Twill prove gallant ! 
Aoth: What ſon 1 ſuch earneſt work — I bring | 
thee joy now 
Will make the reſt ſhow nothing, 'ris ſo olorious. 
Pkil. Why *is not poſſible, Madam, that mans 
happineſs 


Should take a greater height then mine aſpires. 
| Meth, 


| 


a 
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Moth: No, now you ſhall. confeſs it, this ſhall 
quit thee 
From all fears preſent, or hereafter doubts 
About chis buſineſs ——— 
Phil, Give me that ſweet Mother. 
Meth. Here take her then, and ſet thine arms a 
work, 
There needs no *feRion, 'tis indeed thy fiſter;. 
Phil. My lifter | 
Sav. Cuds me, [ feel the razor ! 
Moth, Why, how now ſon? how comes a change 
ſoſoon ? | 
Phil. Oh, I beſeech you Mother, wound me any 
where, 
But where you pointed laft : That's preſent death. 
Deviſe ſome other miſcrable rormenr, 
Though ner fo pittileſs; and I'll run aad meetir. 
Some way more merciful let your goodneſs think on; 
May fteal away my joys, but ſave my ſoul ; 
I willingly reſtore back every one 
Upon that milde condition any thing 
But what you ſpakelaft, will be comfortable. 
oa Y*are troubled wich ſtrange fits in England 
Icre 2 | 
Your firſt ſuit co me did entreat me hardly, 
To fay *cwas ſhe, to have old wrath appeas'd ; 
And now *cis known your fiſter, y'are not pleas'd, 
How ſhould I ſhow my ſelf ! 
Phil. Say *Gis not ſhe. 
AMerh. Shall I deny my daughter ? 
Phil. O you kill me, 
Beyond all cortures |. 


-. Meth, Why do you deal chus with me ! 


Phil, She is my wife, I married h:r at Antwerp ; 
I have known the way unto her Bed theſe chree 
 Moneths, 
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Sav. And.thai'» coo much by ewelve weeks for 4 
lifter, 
Meth. T underſtand you now, too ſoon, too plain. 
Phil. O M otter. if yuu love My,” Peace for cver, 
Ex+m:ne hec again. tinde me not ouilty, 
' Moth. *I1s now (qv late, her words makethat too 
erue., 
Phil. Herwords ! ſhall bare words overthrow a | 
foul ? 
A hody is not caſt away ſo liphtly. 
How can you know *cis (he ? |:t Senſe decide it, 
She rhenſoyong, and both ſo !o1p divided. 
Meth. She tells me the (2d _ 
Pril. Does toat throw me ? 
Maury a diftrefs may have the face of yours, 
Tha: never was kin to you. 
Moth. But however Sir, 
i cruſt rou ae nat married, 

Phil. Neri's the witneſs, 

And all the wealth 1 had w: th her ; this Ring 
Thc jovi'd our hearts together: 

- Meth Ontooclear now |! 

104% brought 1n evidence to ofrthrow chy {:1f, 
Had no one word b:en ſp ke. oncly chis ſhown 
1'bad been enou_h to approv'd her for mine own ; 
See here two Letrers that begun my nie, | 
Before | knew thy Father this I gave her, 

And us & Jexel f:ſtred to her ear... 

(Grace. Pardon m: Mother. chat you finde it ſtray, 
] kepe it til] | gave my heart away. 

Fil. Ohto what Mountain (hall I cake my flight, 
To hide the monſter of my fin from fight ! | 
 Sav. Fllto wales preſeatly, there's the beft Hills 
10 i-idea poor krave in. | 

Moth. Oh beap not deſperation upon guiſe l 
Re peat yet, and alls —_ «was buc hard chance : 

Amongſt 
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Amongſt all fins, Heaven pities ignorunce, 
She's till che firſt char has be: pardon ſign'd, 
All ſins elſe ſee cheir faults, ſhe's oneiy blinde. 
Go to thy Chamber, pray, leave off and win, 
Qae hours repentance cures a twelve moneths ſins 
Exit cum Fils. 
Grace, O my diſtreſſed husband, my dear Brother | 
Phil. O Savorwit | never came ſorrow yet 
To mankinde likeit; I'm ſo far dift: eſt, 
I've no time lefc to give my beart attendances 
Too lirtle all co wait upon my ſoul ! 
Before this empeſt came, how well I ſtood, 
Full in the beams of bleſſedneſs ard joy ! 
« he memory of man, could never ſay 
So black a ſtarm fell in fo bright a day : 
I am that manthat ev'a life ſurfeics of ; 
Or if to live, unworthy to be ſcen 
By the ſavage eye-fight ; give's thy hand ; 
Commend meto thy prayers. 
Sav Next timel ſay em 
Phil Farewel my hoacft breſt , that craveſt no 
more 
Then poſſible kindaeſs, that I've fonnd chee large in, 
| AndI maft ask no more ; there Wit muſt ftay, 
Ie cannot paſs, where Fate ſtops up the way. 
Joy thrive with thee; I'll never ſee thee more. 
Sev. Whar's that Sir | pray come back, and bring 
thoſe words with you, | 
You ſhall not carry *cm ſo out of my company : 
There's no laſt refuge, when your Father knows it ; 
There's no ſuch need on'c yer, ftay burtill then, 
And take one with you that will imitate you | 
In all the deſperate On-ſets man dare think on, 4% 
Were itto challenge all the Wolves in Fraxce, 
To meet ar one'ſer battel, I'd be your half in't, 
All Brafts of Venome, — what you bad a _— to, 
our 
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Your part ſhonld be rook ftill : For ſuch a day 
Let's keep our ſelves in heart, then am I for you. 
In the mean time to bear off «!l ſoſyirion, 


Le:'s ro the Bridehouſe roo ——lere's my Petition. 
Phil. Thou haſt a learning art when all hopes flie; 

Let one night waſte, there's time enough lefc to die. 
Sav. A minutc's as good as a thouſand year Sir, 

To p.nk a mans heart like a Summer fair. FExoxxt. 


Enter two or three Servant! placing things in order, 
with Pickadille the Clown like an Overſeer. 


Clow. Beftir your bones nimbly, you Ponderous 
Beef-buttock'd Knaves; what 8 number of lazy 
Hindes do I keep company withal ? where's the fleſh- 
colour Velvet Cuſhion now , for my Ladies Peaſe- 
porridge-tawny Sattin-bum ? you attendants upon 
Revels ! 

I Serv You can prate and domineer well, becauſe 
you have 2 priviledge place ; bnt I'd fain ſee you ſer 
your band ro'r. 

C /ow. O baſe bone: pickers, I ſet my band to't! 
when did youece ſee a Gentleman ſet his hand te any 
thing, unleſs it were to a ſheep-skin, and receive a 
handred pound for his pains. 

2 Serv. Aadafterward lie tn the Counter for his 
pleaſure. e's 

Clow. Why trne, Sir, *s for his pleaſure indeed ; 
for ſpight of all theic recths, he may lie ith? Hole 
when be lift. 

1 Serv. Marry and ſhould for me. 


Clow. I, thou wouldſt make as good a Baud as the| 


beſt Jailor of them all ; I know that, 

1 Serv, How? Fool! 
Chow. Hark ! I muſt call you Knaye within, *is 
but ſtaying ſomewbar the longer for't; © Exeunt 
FE. Lewd 


_— 
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Lond Mufick. 


Enter the new married WidoW, and Kate her Huthaxd, 
both changed in Apparel, es in arm together ; 
after them Sir Oliver Twilight, Mr Sunſer, and 
the Dutch Merchant; after thim the Mother , 
Grace the daughter ſad, with Jane Sunſet ; after 
or melancholy Philip, Savorwit, 4nd 21r Sand- 

c 


Ars Low. This fair Aſſembly is moſt freely wel- 
come. 
All. Sir 01 Thanks to you good Sir. 
7/1id. Come my long wiſhe for Madam, 
You and this worthy ftranger rake beſt welcome, 
Your freedom is a ſecond feaft ro me. 
Ars Low. How 1i»'t with my brother e 
1r Low. The fic hols TH ſtill; 
Nay, Love's more violegr. 
Ars Low. *Laſs poor Gentleman 1 I would he 
had my office without money ; 
If he ſhould offer any, I'd refuſe ir. 
Mr Low. I have the Letter ready : 
He's worthy of a place that knows how to uſe it. 
Ars Lew, That's well ſaid, —— Come Ladies, 
Gentlemen ; Sir 0/:ver, nood, ſeat your ſelves ; 
ſhall we be found unreadieſt ? —— What is yon 
Gentleman with the Funeral-face there * me thinks 
that look does ill become a Bride- houſe ? 
Sir Oliv. Who does your worfhip mean Sir > my 
ſon Philip ? 
I am ſure he had ne'c leſs reaſon to be (ad: 
Why are you ſad ſon Philip? 
Phil How Sir, fad ! 


You ſhall not ande ito Sir, 


Sav, 
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Sav; Take heed he do not thev— You muſt be- 
ware how you carry your face in this company ; as far 
as I can ſee , that yong Bridegroom has Hauks-eyes, 
he'll go nigh to ſpell fiſter in your face, if your Noſe 
were but crooked enough to ſerve for an. S., he'd 
finde aneye preſently, and then he has more light for 
the reſt, 

Phil. Vil learn then to didemble; 

Sav. Nay and you be to learn that now, you'll 
ne'c ſic in a Brancht Velver-gown as long as you live; 
you ſhould have rook that ar Nurſe, before your 
Mother wear'd yon ; ſo do all thoſe that prove prear 
children, and batren well : Peace, here comes a Schol- 


lar indeed, he hes learnt it I warrant you. 


Enter My Beveril with a Paſtboora. 


44d. Kinde Sir, your welcome, you take all the 

pains S1r. 

Bev, I wiſh they were bnt worthy of the grace 
Of your fair preſence, and this choice Aſſembly. 
Here 1s an abſtrat, Madam, of what's ſhown, 
Which I commend to your Favor. 

Fia. Tbank you for*c Sir. 

Bev. I would I durft preſent my love as boldly: 
Ars Low. My honeft Brother | 

Wia. Look thee here Sweer-hearr. 

A1rs Low. What's there ſweet Madam * 

Zev. Mulick, and we're ready. 


Loud Mick a while? 


T hing like a Globe opens of one ſide 0'th* Stage, 
and flaſhes out Fire 5 then Sir Gilbert that pre® 


ſents the part, iſſnes forth with Tellow-hair and Beard, 
2ntermingled with ſtroaks like wilde flames, a three 


forked 


ſ 


ſ 
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forked Fire in's hand; and at the ſame 14me Air comes 


devwn, hanging by 4 cloud, with a Coat made like an 
eAlmanack, «ll theT welve Moons ſet init, and the 
Fomr Duarters, Winter, Spring, Summer, and Aus 
tumn , With change of Weathers, Rain, Lightning, 
ana Tempeſt, &c: 

And from under the Stage at both ends, ariſes Was 
ter and Earth, two perſons ; Water With green flags 
upon his head, ſtanding up inſtead of hair ; and a 
Beard of the ſame, with a Chain of Pearl. Earth with 
a number of little things like Trees, like a thick Grove 
upon bis head, and a weap of Geld in hu hand,his Gar- 
ment of a Clay colony. 

The Fire ſpeaking firſf, the Schollay ſtands 
behinae, give's him the firft word, which he now fol- 
lows. 


Bev, The Flame of Zeal— 
FIRE. 
Sir Gilb. The wicked Fire of Luſt, 
Does now ſpred heat through Water, Air, and D128; 
Bev. How ? he's out in the beginning — The 
Wheel of Time. 
Weath. The Devil ſet Fire o'ch* Diſtaff, 
Sir G:1b. 1 that was wont in elder times to paſs 
For a bright Angel, ſothey cal'd me then, 
Now ſo corrupted with the upſtart Fires 
Of Avatice, Luxary, and Inconftant heats, 
<truck from the bloods of cunning Clap-faln Dauph- 
ters, 
Night-walking Wives, but moft libidinous Widows, 
That 1 that purifie ev'n Gold it ſelf, 
Have the contemptible Droſs chrown in my face, 
And my bright name walk common in diſgrace, 
HowamT us'd alate, that am fo handled, 
Thruſt into Alleys, Hofpi:als, and Tubs ! 
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I was once anameof comfort, warm'd great honſes 
When Charity was Landlord; I have given welcome 
To forty Ruſſert Yeomen ar a time, 
In 8 fair Chriftmas-Hall, How am I chanp*d ,! 
The Chimneys are ſwept up, the Hearth as cold 
As the Fore-fathers Charity in the Sun. 
All the good hoſpitable heat now turns 
To my yong Landlords Luft, and there it burns. 
Rich Widows that were wone to chuſe by Gravity 
Their ſecond Husbands, not by tricks of Blood, 
Are now ſo taken with loſe owe Fizmes 
OF nimble wantonneſs, and high-fed Pride, 
They marry now bar the third part of Husbands, 
Boys, ſmooth fac'd Katamires, = fulfil their Bed, 
As if a woman ſhould a woman wed. 
Theſe are the Fires alate, my brigheneſs darks, 
And fills the world ſo full of beggerly Sparks , 
Bev. Heat | how am I diſgrac' d ? what rogue 
ſhould this be ? | 
7:d.By my faith Monſieur Firey*are a hot whore- 
ſon, 
Mrs Low. 1 fear my Brother is beſide his wits, 
He would not be ſo ſcnfelef; to rail thas elſe. 
AIR. 
weath. Afﬀcer this hear, you Madams, fat and 
fair, 
Open your Caſements wide, and teke in Air ; 
Bur not that Air falfe women m3ke up oaths with. 
No,nor that Air gallants perfume their cloaths with 
I am that Air that keeps 1bout the Clnnds, 
None of my Kinred was ſmelt out in Cronds, 
Not any of our houſe was ever tainted, 
W hen many a thouſand of our foes have fainted. 
Yet ſome there are that be my cheif polaters, 
Widows that falfitie their Faith ro Suiters, 
Acad will give fair words when the Signsin Cancer, 
But 


/ 


No wit like a Womans, 95 


But at the next remove a ſcurvy anſwer, 
Cometo the poor mens houſes, ear their Banquet, 
And at night, with a Boy toſt in a Blangaer. 
Nay, ſhall I come more -ecar ? Perhaps at noon, 
For here finde a ſpot full in the Moon, | 
I know youths crick, what's ſhe that can withſtand 
it, 
When Mercury raigns, my Ladies Chamber Planet ? 
He that believes a Widows words ſhall fail, ' 
When Yex#s Gown-skirts ſweeps the Dragons tail. 
Fair weather the firſt day ſhe makes to any, 
The ſecond cloudy, and the third day rainy ; 
The _— day a great ſtorm, Lightning, and Thur- 
er: 
A Bolt ſtrikes the Suitor, a Boy keeps her under. 
Bev. Life | theſe are ſome counterfeit ſlaves crept 
in their rooms, 
A purpoſe for diſgrace ; they ſhall a!l ſhare with me, 
Heart ! who the Devil ſhould theſe be ? 
| E x:t Beveril. 
wid. My faith Gentlemen, 
Air has perfum'd the room well, 
Sr Ol. So me thinks, Madam. 
Sav. A man may ſmell her meanisp two rooms 
off, 
Though his Noſe wanted Reparations, 
And the Bridge left at Shoreditch as 3 Pledge 
For Roſa Solace, in a Bleaking-bouſe. 
Aſrs Low, Life | what ſhould be his meaning 
ine ? 
Mr Low. I wonger. 
W ATE R. | 
Overd. Me thinks this room ſhould yet retain 
ſuch hear, 
Struck out from the firſt Ardor, and fo plow yet , 
\ ou ſhould defire my comp:ny, w.ſh for Water, h 
That 
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That offers here to ſerve your ſcveral Pipes, 
Without conftrianc of Mill, or death of Water» 
houſe. 
What if I ſprinkled 0n the Widows Cheeks 
A few cool drops to | y the guilty heat, 
Tha: fl :ſhes from her Con cience to her face; 
Would*e not refreſh her ſhame « From ſuch as ſhe 
I firſt rook weskneſs and inconftancy ; 
I ſome imes (well above ray banks and pred ; 
They're commonly with childe. before they're wed: 
In me the Syrens ſing before thev play, 
In her more witchcrate, for her ſmiles betray ; 
Where I'm [eſt ſeen, there my moſt danger lies, 
So in thoſe parts hid moſt from 8 mans eyes : 
Her heart, her love, or what may be more cloſe, 
I know no mercy, ſhe thinks that no loſs : 
In her poor g\illants, Pirats chrive in me ; 
I help to catt away, and fo doe+ ſhe. 
Wid. Nay, and you can told nothing ſweet Sit 
Water, 
1'll waſh my hands a*'you, ever hereafter: 
E ART H. 
- Peppert. Earth Rtands for a Full-point, me you 
ſhould kire | 
To ftop the gaps of Water, Air and Fire; 
I love muck well, but your ft:{t husband better. 
Above his ſoul he lov*dit as his end 
Did fearfolly witneſs it; at his laft gaſp 
His ſpirit |-m'd, 88 it forſook his Breft, 
And left the ſpa: kles quarrelling *bour his Lips : 
Now of ſach Metral the Devil makes him Whips, 
He ſhall have Gold enongh co glut his Soul ; 
Andasfor Earth, I'll Rop his Cranes-throat full. 
The wea'th he lefe behinde him, mo men know, 
He wrung inconſcionably from the rights 
Of poor mens hivings, be Grunk dry their — 
hat 
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That Liquor hasa curſe, yet nothing ſweeter ; 
When your poſterity drinks , then *cwill caſte bit- 
cer, 
Sir Gilb, And now to vex, *gainft Nature, Form, 


Rule, Place, 
See once four waiting Elements all embrace. 


Enter four at ſeveral corners, adareſt like the four 
Winds, with Wings, &c. and dance all to the Druns 
and Fiff ; the four b lements ſeem to give back, and 
ſtand in amaze; the Scuth Wind bas a preat red 
face, the North wind a pale bleak, one, the Weſterns 
wind one cheek red, and inather white, and ſothe 
Eaftern wind ; at the end of the daxce, the Winds 
ſhove off the diſguiſes of the other four , which 
ſeem to yeeld and almoſt fall iff of theraſelves 
at the coming of the WWinis ; ſo all the four old 
Suiters are diſcovered. E xennt all the ppinas but 
ene, which u the Scheliar in that aiſgnije, ſo ſhaWs 
all. 


ia, How ? Sit Gilbert Lamb$ton, Mr Overaon, 
All our old Suiters ! you have took pains my Miafters. 

Sir Gilb, We made a vow we'd ipezk our mindes 

to you. | 

weath. And I think we're as gaod a5 ovr words, | 
though ir coſt ſome of our pirſes; 1 ow monyy for 
the Clouds yer, I care not who knows ir; the Pianets. 
are ſufficient eneogh to pay thePainter, and I wers 
dad.  _ 

1/id. Who are you S1r? 

Bev, Your moſt unworthy ſervant. 

3/id. Pardon me,1is'c you Sir ? | WT, 

Bev, My diſgrace urg'd my wit to take fome - 

form, 
Whereia I might both beſt and properlieft 

| G Diſcgsc: 
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Diſcover my abuſers, and your own, 
And ſhow you ſome content, before y*had none. 
11d. Sir, T ow much both to your careand love, 
And you ſhail inde your fuil requical worthy. 
Was this the plot now your poor enyy works out ? 
I do revenge my ſelf with piccying on you : 
Take Fire into the Buttery, he has moſt need on':, 
Give Water ſome {mall Beer, too good for him ; 
Air, you may walk abroad Ike a Fortune eller, 
But take down Earth, and make him drink i «h* Cel 
ler. 
1rs Low. The beſt revenge that couid be. 
Moth. TI commend you Madam. 
S:;r 01. TIrhought they were ſome ſuch ENTS: 
$av. The four Suiters ! and here was a meſs 0 
mad Elements. 
Ars Low. Lights, more lights there ; where bt 
cheſe Blew-coats? 
wid: —_ know your lodgings Gentlemen t0 
n'Sik. 
S:r - *Tis bounty makes bold gueſts, Madam. 
1id Good reft Lady. 
S$irOl. A moſt contentful night, begin a healtl 
Madam 
To your long joys, and may the years go round 
with'e —— 
id. As many thanks as you have wiſht *em 
hours Str, 
Take to your lodging with you. 
/1rs Liw. A general rett to all. Exeunt 
Phil. \'m excepted. 
Szv. Take in another to you then, there's ro00 
enough. 
In that exception, faith to ſerve us bath, 
3 he Dial of my {[>ep goes by your eycs. E xit- 
arent Widaw and Mrs Low-warer, 


AR 
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Acts, Scxh1. 


Widow and Mrs Low-water. 


mid, Ny Ow like a preedy Uſurer alone, 

I ſum up all the wealth chis day has 2 

[-| brought me ; w, 

| And thus I hup ir. 

Ars Low. Prethee! j 

Yid. (thus T kiſs it. 5 
Ar: Low. I car*cabidetheſe kiſſings. 7 

otf Wid. How vir ? not ? 

T'{] try thac ſure, I'Il kiſs you out of that humor, | 
Hrs Low, Puſh, by my.teroth 1 cannot, w, 
Wid W bat c:nnot you Sir ? 

Ars Low. Not toy, nor bill and imitate Houſe- 
PigSeors, 7 

A married man muſt think of other matters. 

id. How, other matters Sir ! what other mat= 


leh} rers ? 
82> Mrs Low. Why are there no otter matters gs 4 
nd belong ro'r? j 


Do you think y'have married onely a Cock-ſparrow : ; 


# a6 X* * ge 
*—_ . 

-- —_— - ag 
* 4 - no 


cm} And fit bur-for one bulineis, like a fool ; 
You ſhall not finde it fo, ; 
11d. Youcantalk ſtrangely Sir, } 
xth Come, will you to bed ? [ 


Mrs Low. No faith will not I. 


0 Wid, What not to hed Sir ? Ls 
Ars Low, And1I do, hang m2; not TV bed wuh 
you. 
ih wid. How not to bed with me ! Sir with whom 
elle ? 


"+: 2 Ars 


_— 
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oat Why am not I enough tolie with my 
ſelf 2 | 
3/4. Is thatthe end of marriage ? 
Ars Low. No by my faith—cis bur the begir- 
ning, yet death is the end on'e, 
Unleſs ſome trick come ich? middle and daſh all. 
”_ Were you fo forward lately, and ſo youth- 
al, 
That ſcarce my modeſt ftrength could ſave me from 
you, ; 
Ard are you now ſo cold? 
Ars Liw. I'vethought on'e farce, 
It was but g rude part in me y'faith 
To offer ſuch bold tricks to any woman, 
And by degrees I ſhall well break my ſelf from'e; 
I feel my ſelf well chaftned ſince that time, 
And not the third part now ſo looſely minded. 
O when one ſees their folles,*cis a comfort ; 
My very thoughts take more fſtaid years upon cm. 
Oh marriage is ſuch a ſerions divine thing, 
It makes youth grave, and ſweetly nips the Spring. 
Yid. If I had chole a Gentleman for care 
And worldly buſineſs, I had ner took you; 
T had the offers of enough, more fic 
For ſuch employment ; I choſe you for lave; 
Youth, and content of heart, 23d nor for troubles: 
You are notripe forthem ; after y*have ſpent 
Some twenty years indalliance, youths affairs, 
Then take a Book in your hand, and ſum up cares . 
As for wealth now, you know that's gor to yout 
bands. 
1rs Low, Bur hadT known '*c had been ſo wrongp- 
folly gor, 
As I heard fince, you ſhould have had free leave 
To have made choice of another Maſter for's, 
ia. Why, canthat troubleyou? _ 


ar 
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Mrs Low. It may too ſoon; but go, 
My ſleeps are ſound, 1lovenor to be ſtarted 
With an ill conſcience at the fall of midnight, 
And have mine eyes torn ope with poor mens 
curſes, 
I do not like the fate on'c, *cis ſtill apt 
To breed unreft, diſſention, wilde debate, 
And I'm the worft at quarrels upon Earth, 
| | Unleſs a mighty injury ſhould provoke me. 
| | Gert you to bed, go. 
WWid, Not without you introth Sir. 
Ars Lew, if you could think how much you 
wrong your ſ:]f 
In my opinion of you, you would leave me now 
With all the ſpeed you might ; I like you worte 
For this fond heat, and drink in more ſuſpicion of 
you. | ; 
You high-fed Widows are too cunning people 
For a poor Gentleman to come ſimply to. 
wid. What's that Sir ? 
' Mrs Low. You may make a youth on aim, 
'Tis at your courteſie, and that's il! trufted : 
You could not want a friend, beſide a Suiter, 
To fit in your husbands gown, and look over your 
writings, 
id. What's this ? 
Mrs Low. I ſay there is a time when women 
Can do too much, and underſtand too little. 
Once more to bed, I'd willingly be a Father 
To no more Noſes then I got my ſelf ; 
And ſo good night to you. 
 Wia, Now I ſee the infeRion, 
A yellow poyſon runs through the ſweet Sprin 
Of his fair youth alresdy, *cisdiftracted; 
Jealous of that which Thonght yet never acted, 
O deac Sir ! on my knees I ſwear to thee, 
7 G 3 Alts 


If 
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rs Low. 1 prethee uſe them in thy private 
Chamber, 
As a Good Lady ſhould, ſpare *em not "Y re, 
* will do thee Auger faith none*cwill do thee here 
wid. Havel yet married poverty, and muſt love ; 
Whar Fortune has my heart ? that's all I crav'd, 
And that lies rowa dying ; it has took 
A ſpeeding poyſon, 8nd I'm ignorant ; how ! 
[ never knew what beggery was, till now : 
My wealth yeelds me no comfort in this plight, 
Had want but brought me love, Vd happen'd right. 
Exit Wiatw, 
Ars Low. So, this will ſerve now fora prepara- 
tive 
To opethe pewers of ſome diſlike at firſt; 
The Phyſick will pay'c home. — How doſt thou 
Sir ? 
How poes the work ? 


Enter Mr Low-water, 


Atr Lew. Your Brother has the Letter. 
Ars Low. 1 ince no flop in'c then, it moves well 
hitherto, 
Did you coavey ic cloſely. 
 A1r Lew. He ne'r ſet cye of me. 
Bev, 1 cannot read to0 often. Above, 
/A1rs Low Peace, to your office —- 
Bev. What bleſſed fate took picty of my heart, 
Bur with her preſence to relieve me thus ! 
Alithe large volumes that my time bath mafter'd, 
Are not ſo precious to adorn my ſpirit, | 
As theſe few lines are to inrich my minde. 
} cirſt ag3ia to drink of the ſame Fountain —— 


K tyat 
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Tnae Sir, I found your care aud love ſo much is 
the performance of a little, Wherein yen wit and 
art had kate employment , that 1 dare now truſt your 
beſome with buſineſs of more weight and eminence : 
Little thought the world, that ſince the Wedding dinner, 
al my mirth was but diſſembled, and ſeeming joys but 
cornterfeit. The trutn to you Sir 1, 1 fide ſolittle 
fiens of content in the bag ain ] made i'th* morning, that 
| began to vepent before Evening Prayer, and to ſhew 
ſome fruits of bus wilful negleft, and wilde difþoſfition, 
more then the day conld bring ferth to me, has now for- 
{ook my Bea, I know no cauſe for t. 

Ars Low, But Vil belworn I do- 

Bev. Beizg thus aiſtreſt Sir, I defire your comfort- 
able preſence ana councel, whom I know to be of werth, 
and judgment 5, that a Lady may ſafely impart her 
griefs to you, and commit "em to the Vertues of Cem- 
miſeration, and Secrecy. 


Leur unfortunate Friend 
T he 1y1dse\v IWite. 


I have took order for your private admittance 
With a truſty ſervant of mine own, whom I have 
Flac'd at my Chamber-coor to attend your comirg, 
He ſh3ll not wait too Jong. andcurſe my ſlowneſs. 
Hr Low, I would you'd come away then. 
Bev. How much am | becuil'd inthat yonpGen- 
tleman ! 
I would have ſworn had been the perfect abſtrat 
Of honeſty and mildneſs : *Tis not fo— 
Mrs Low. I pardon you ſweet Brother, there's 
no hold 
Of what you ſpeak now, yc u're in Cxps4s pound. 
Bev. Bleſt be the fecret hand that b:onght thee 


hither : 
G 4 But 
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Bur the dear hand that writ it, tentimes bleft.. 
Aty Low, That's I ſtill, has bleft me now ten times 


at twice. 
| Away I hear him coming. 
Ars Low, Strike it ſure now ? E xt. 
Ar Low. I warrant thee ſweet Kate, chufſe your 
beſt — 


Exter Myr Beveri). 


| Bey, Who's there? 
AMr Low. O vir, ic you | y are welcome then, 
My Lady ſtill expects you Sir. 
Bev. Who's with her ? 
Ar Low. Not any creature living Sir, 
__ Bev, Drink chat, 
I've made thee wait too long, ; 
* Ar Low. It does not ſeem ſo now Sir. Sir if a 
man 
Tread warily as any wiſe man will, 
How often may he come to a Ladies Chamber, and be 
welcome to her ? 
Bev. Thou giv'it me learned councel for a Cloſet. 
' Ar Low. Make uſe on'c Sir, asd you ſhall finde 
no loſs irc, 6 
So, you are furely in, and you muſt under. 


—cc_— cr te a 


E»ter Kate with all the Gueſts, Sir Oliver, 
Mr Sunſet, Wife, Danghter, Philip, 
| Sandheld, and Savorwit. 


Ars Low, Pardon my rude diſturbarce,my wrongs 
+ urge if, | 

] d:d but try che plainneſs of her minde, 

Sufpecting ſhe deale cunningly with my youth, 

And told her the firſt nighe, Iwould not know her ; 
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But minding to return, I found the door 
Warded ſaſpitiouſly, and I heard a noiſe ; 
Such as fear makes, and guiltineſs at th*approaching 
Of an nnlook'd for hasband. 
Al. This ts irange Sir. 
Mrs Low; Behold its bard, I muftgor be kept 
' out, | 
Fir 01. There is no reaſon Sir. 
Ars Low, Tilbe reſolv'd in'c. 
If you be ſons of honor, follow F Break, :5:1 door, 
me. raſh 31. 
Sav. Then maſt I ſtay behinde, for I think Iwas 
begot 'th? Woodyard, and that makes every thing 
*0 fo hard with me. 


Enter confuſedly with the Widow, and her Brother 
the Scholar. 


rs Low, That's he, be ſure on him: Withey. 
Sir Ol. Be not ſo furious Sir. 
Ars Low, She whiſpered to him to ſlip into her 
Cloſer. 
What have taken you ? is not my dream true now ? 
Unmerciful Adaltereſfs, the firft night ! 
Sir 01, Nay good Sir patience. 
Mrs Low. Give methe Villains heart, 
That I may tchrow'e into her boſom quick, 
There let the Letcher pant. 
Aoth, Nay ſweet Sir. 
Ars Low. Pardon me; 
Ris life's teo little for me, 
id. How am I wrongfully ſham'd ? ſpeak your 
1atent Sir 
Before this company, I purſae no pity- 
Ars Low, This is a fine theeviſh juggling,Gentle- 
men} "= EPI 
: She 
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She asks her mate that ſhares is guilt with her; Too 
groſs, too grolts |! 
Bev. Raſh miſcheif, 
Ars Low. Treacherous Sir | 
Did I for this cafi a friends arm about thee # 
Gave thee the welcome of a worthy ſpirit, 
And lodg'd thee in my houſe, nay, entertain'd thee 
More like a natural Brother, thena firanper ; 
And have I this reward ? Perhaps the pride 
Of thy good parts, did lift thee to this impudence. 
Let her make much on 'em, ſhe gets none of me. 
Beczuſe thou*r: deeply read in moſt Books elſe, 
Thou wouldſt beſo in mine ; there it fttands for thee, 
Turn ore the leaves, and where you lefc, go forward. 
To me it ſhall be like che Book of Fate, 
Ever claſp: up. 
$3r Ol. O dear Sir, ſay not ſo. 
Mrs Low. Nay I'll ſwear more; forever I refuſe , 
her, 
Il never ſet a foot into her bed ; 
Never perform the dury of man to her, 
So long as I have breats. 
$ir 01, What an oath was there Sir ? call't again. 
Atrs Low. 1 knew by amorous ſparks {truck from 
their eyes, | 
The fire would appear ſhortly in a blaze ; 
And now it flames indeed: —— Qut ef my houſe, 
And take your Gentleman of good parts along with 
you ; 
That ſhall beall your ſubſtance ; 
He can live in any Emperors Court in Chriſtendom. 
You yu what you did Wench, when you choſe 
11M 
To thruſt ont me ; you have no politick love, 
You are fo learato make your market ; you, 
You can chuſe wit, a burden light and free, 


And 
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And leave the groſſer Element with me, 
Wealth, fooliſh traſh, I thank you, out of my 
doors. 
$;r O01. Nay good Sir, hear her. 
Moth. Sunſ. Sweet Sir; 
Ars Low, Pray to your Chambers Gentlemen, I 
ſhould be here 
Maſter of what is mine. 
S$r 01. Hear her bur ſpeak Sir ? 
A1rs Low. What can ſhe ſpeak but womans com- 
moa janguape ? 
She's ſorry and aſham'd for'c that helps nothing ; 
yia. Sir, fince it is the hari! hap of my life 
Toreceiveinjury where I plac'd my love. 
_ Low, Why la, I cold you what elcapes ſhe'd 
ave. 
Sir 01. Nay pray Sir hear her forward. 
id. Let our parting be full as charicable as our 
meeting was, 
That the -ale envicus world \ lad of the food 
Of others miſeries, civil diſlentions, 
And nuprtial ftrifes, may not feed fac with ours, 
But ſince you are reſoly'd ſo wilfully 
To leave my Bed, and ever to refuſe me, 
As by your rage [ findeic your delire, 
(Though afi my aRions deſerve nothing leſs) 
He.e are our friends, men both of worth and wif- 
dorm, 
Place ſo much power in them, to make an evenneſs .* 
Berween my peaceand yours : All my wealth wichis 
doors. 
In Gold and Jewels, lie in thoſe two Caskets 
] lately led you to ; the value of which 
Amounts to ſome five thouſand apecce ; 
Exchange a charitable hand with me, 
And take one Casket freely; fare theewell Sir 
$:r 
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Ssr Ol. How fay you to that now ? 
Ars Low. TrothT thank ber Sir | 


You ſhall wrong 


' Are not both minealready # 
me, 
And then make fatisfation with mine own ; 
Icannot blame you; a good contſe for you — 
#/3d: I know *ewas not my luck to be fo happy ; 
My miſeries are no ſtarters when they come, 
Stick longer by me, 
Sir Ol: Nay, but give me leave Sir, 
The wealth comes all by her. 
Mrs Low. So does the ſhame, 
1'S Yet that's moſt mine ; why ſhould nor that be too ? 
3h Sir Ol. Sweet Sir, let us rule ſo much with you, 
Since you intend an obftinate ſeparation, 
Both from her Bed and boord, give your conſent 
To ſome agreement reaſonable and honeſt. 
A4rs Low. Muft I deal honeſtly with her Luft ? 


Math. Nay good Sir. 
Ari Low, Why I tell you all the wealth her hus- 


band lefther, 
Is not of power to purchaſe the dear peace 
My heart has loft in theſe adnlterous Seas ; 
Yer let her works be baſe, mine ſhall be noble. 
Sir 01. That's the beſt word of comfort I heard 
yer. 
Mrs Low. Friends may do much, —— Go, bring 
thoſe Caskets forth, 
f hate her ſight, 1'1! leave her, though I loſe bye. 
$:r O01. Spoke like a Noble Gentleman y'faith ; 


1]! honor thee for this — 
Bev. Ocurſed man ! 
Moſt thy raſh heat force this diviſion ? 
Ars Low, You ſhall have free leave now, without 


all fear ; 


You ſhall nt need oy!'d hinges, privy paſſages, 
Watchings, 


_ wo wt a8. 
OOO nn di. So SE ge; 
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Watchings, and whiſperings;take him boldly to you. 
id. O that I had that freedom, fince my ſhame 

Pats by all other fortunes, and owns him. 

A worthy Gentleman, if this cloud were paft him, 

I'd marry him, wer't but to ſpighe thee onely, 

So much I hate thee now. 


Emer Servants with two Cackers, 
and the Sniters. 


Sir Oliver, Here come the Caskets Sir, bold your 
d minde now, 
And we ſhall make a vertuous end betweenyou. 
Ars Low. Though nothiog leſs ſhe merit but a 
curſe, 
T hat _ ſ1]l hang upon her, and conſame her 
ill; 
As t'has been many a better womans fortune 
That has deſery'd leſs vengeance, and felt more ; 
Yer my minde fcornsto leave her ſhame fo poor. 

$:r 01. Nobly ſpoke fill. 

Sir Gilb. This ſtrikes me into Muſick, Ha, ha. 

Peppert. Parting of goods before the bodies 

joyn ? 

w—_ This *cis to marry beardleſs domineering 
Boys : I knew *«wonld come to this paſs; well fare 
a juſt Almanack yet ; for now is Mercary goinp into 
the ſecond honſe near unto Urſa major , that grear 
Hancks , the Bear at the Bridge foor in Heaven ; 
which ſhows horrible Bear- baitings in wedlock ; and 
the Sun nere catring into th'Dog,ſets'emall rogether 
by th'ears, 

Sir OI. Yonſee what $in't. 

Mrs Low, I rthink*tis as I left it, 

id. Then do but gage your faith to this aMem- 


bly, 
That 


> ih. 
'$; 
: 


't 
* 
by 
: 
. 


But *cwere 3 curtcficill plac'd, and ſet her 
Ar as free liberty to marry again, 
As you all know ſhe was before I knew her. 


Up with the Casket Sirrah. 


Ars Low. I have nothirg to ſay to you. 


Pray iet's have one word more with you for our 


And m2de me fit but for one hope and fortune, 
Bearing my former comforts away with you 
Show me a parting charity dut in this, 

For all my lofles pay me with that freedom, 
AndI ſhall think this treaſure as well given 

As ever *(was ill por; 


Becauſe I never mean co be more troubled with you. 
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That you will nere return more to moleft me, 
But reſt in all revenges full appeavy'd, 

And amply ſatisfied with that half my wealth, 
And take'c as freely as life wiſhes health. 


Sir O{, La you Sir ; come, come, faich you ſhall 
{wear that. 

Ars Low. Nay Gentlemen for your ſakes, now 
I'll deal fairly wich ber. 

Sir 01. 1 would we mipghr ſee thar Sir. 

Ars Low, I could ſet her free, 


But now | think on'c, ſhe deſerves it nor. 
- Suyſ. Nay do not check your goodneſs, pray Sir, 


on with'c. | 
Ars Low, I could releaſe her, ere I parted with 


ner - 


$irO1. Whar couldft thou Sir ? 
Mrs Low. But *tis too good a bleſſing for her, 


1a. O Sir ſtay ! 
Sir Ol. Do you hear Sir ? 
money. 


#14, Since y*have expos'd me to all ſhame and ſor- 
row, 


Mrs Low. I might afford it you, 
But 
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But how ſhall I be ſure of the honeſt uſe or'c, 
How you'll employ that liberty - perhaps linfully, 
In wantonneſs unlawful, 8nd I anſwer for'c. 
So I may live a Baud to your looſe works ſtill, 
In giving *em firſt vent ; not 1, ſhall pardon me, 
il fee you honeftly joyr''d, ere releaſe you ; 
I will not crutt you for the laſt trick you plaid me; 
here's your old Suiters. 
Pepperr. Now, wethank you Sir. 
Weath My Almanack warns me from all Cuckold- 
ly Conjunctions. 
id, Be but commander of your word now Sir, 
And before all theſe Gentlemen, our Friends, 
I'll make a worthy choice. 
Sun/. Flie not ye back now, 
Mrs Low. Tl try thee once, Iam married to an- 
other, 
There's thy releaſe. 
Sir 01. Hoyda ! there's a relcafe with a witneſs? 
T hour free ſweet wench. 
tid. Married co another ! 
Then in revenge to thee, 
To vex thine eyes *cauſe thou haft mock'd my heart, 
And with ſuch treachery repaid my love ; 
This is the Gentleman I embrace and chyufe. 
Mrs Low. O torment to my blood, mine enemy ! 
Noneelſe co make thy choice of, bvt the man 
F:om whence my ſhame took head | 
1d. *Tis Gone to quit thee ; 
Thou that wrong'ſt womans love, her hate can fit 
thee, 
Sir Ol. Brave wench y faith ! now thou haſt an 
honeſt Gentleman, : 
Ril1 of a ſwaggering knave, and there's an end oryc. 
A man of good parts, this Vother had nothing ! 
Life, married to another ? | 


S$ir 
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S$;r G:1b. O brave raſcal with two wives ! 

Feath. Nay and our women be ſuch ſubti] Ani. 
mals, Il! _ wait at the Carriers for a Countrey 
Chamber-maid , and live ftill a Batchelor : When 
Wives arelike Alman:cks, we may have every year a 
new one, then Fil beftow my money on'em; inthe 
mean time I'|| give 'em over, and ner crouble my 
Almanack about em. 

Sir Gils. Ic :: 4 £004 time £0 fee you bang d 

Sir, 
And that's my coir fort, --— Now Fl rickle you Sir, 

Mrs Lew. You rr3+.0 me laugh indeed. 

Sir Gilb., Sir you remember 
How cunningly you caoak'd me at the Banquet 
\ith a fine <A Letcer. 

Ars Low. hon own fiſt Str, 

Sir Gil5. Vil read the Stature-Book to you now 

for't : 
Turntothe Attin 4x0 lac primo, 
I here lies a Halter for your Wind-pipe; 
Mrs Low. ie no. 
Sr O01. Faith but you'll finde it ſo Sir, an'c befol- 


lowed. 

7Feath. So ſays my Almanack, and he's a truc 
man. 
f.ook you ; the thirteenth day work for the Hang» 


man. 
Mrs Loiw. The fourteenth day, make haſte, *cis 


time you were there then. 
gemicy How ? is the Book ſo fancy te tell me 
0 ? 
Bev. Sir I muſt tell you now, bue without Gall, 
The Law would hang you, if married to another: 
Ars Low, You can but put meto my Book, ſweet 
Brother, 
And I've my Neck-verſc pertect, here and here. * 
Heaven 
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_ a give thee eternal j joy,my dear ſweet Brother, 
. Who's here - 
Fo Gilb, O Devil her ſelf > did ſhe betray me. 
A pox of ſhame, nine Coaches ſhall not ftay me 
Exit Sir Giibert: 
Bev. I've two fuch deep healths in two joys co 
pledge, 
Heaven keep me from a ſuricit- 
Sir Ol. Miftreſs Low water | 
Is ſhe the Fa Cuckold, all chis quoils about ? 
And my right worſhipfal Servipg-man, is it you 
Sir ? 
Mr Low. A poor wrong'd Gentleman, glad to 
ſerve fgr his own Sir: 
Sir Ol, By my faith y*have ſerv'd the Widow 8 
fine trick between You. 
_ No more my enemy now, my Brothers 
wife 
And my kinde Sifter. 
Sir OL. There's no ſtarting now from't - 
11s h-" Own Brother, did not you know that ? 
Wid. * was never told me yer. 
Sir Ol T thoyghr you'd know ar. 
Ars Low, + hat matter is't, *tis the ſame man was 
"by" C4) fe it; [! 
INo worſe now Faen he w1s, I'm bound to love YCU, 
Y*have examina in this a Couble charity, 
VW*xch to your pratiiv, ſheil to all 1mes be Known, 
Advanc'd my Bro:] her, and reftor'd mine ow, 
Nay, ſc.:.chat for my wrongs. like a good ſter, 
| For well you know the tedious (uit did coſt, 
Much 1s and fees, T thank you, *tis no: loft 
You wifh'd for love, 2rd faith I have beſtow'd you 
Upon a Gentleman that does deerly love you. 
Thar recompe:.ce I've made you ; and you muſt 
think Madam 
H .- 
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I lov'd you well. (chough I could never eaſe you) | 
When] f:icht 1n m- Brather chus to p.caſe you. 

$ir 01 H-re's u 'ity for ever ſtrangely wronght; 

7/id. 1leecoola etiiecensa br avy judgment 
Ke2ps compary wich Exr-5rtion, ant tunl deeds ; 
And likes a wind which Vegeance has in chaſe, 
D:tves back th: w: orps into the [mjurers face, 
My puniſhment is geiicle, and ro ſhew 
My thankful minde fo*, thus I il revenge this, 
With an embracement here, and here a «fs. 

Sir 01, Why now the Bells they go trim, they go 

NE 

I »iſh'd thee Sir ſome unexpeRted blefling ' 
Fur my Waves ranſom, and *cis fsln upon thee. 

wearth A pox of t14, my Almanack ne*r gull'd me 
eill his hour, che (hr reenth day work for che barg- 
mn, and there's ro'b1ngroward it; T'd beena fie 
ais, if I'd given tweive-perice for a horſe to kave rid 
to Ti bura'ro morrow, -— Burt now I ſee the error, 
"(4s taifs fignred, it ſhould be thirteen days and a half, 
work for the hangman ; for he ne'r works under thir. 
rcen-pence half-penny : -—Befide, Vexw being a ſpot 
inthe .uns £--mene, ſhows there ſhould be a woman 
found in Hoſe and Doubler. 

$ir Ol. Nay faith ſweet wife, we'll make no more 

hours on's now, *tis as fine a contracting time, as 
ever came amongſt Gentle-folks. Son Philip, Maſter 
Sandfield, come to the book Eere: 

Phil Now I'm wak'd 
Into 3 thouſand miſeries and their torments, 

Sav. And1 come after you Sir, drawn with wilde | 
horſes ; there will be a brave ſhow on's anon, if this | 
weather continue, 

Sir 01. Come wencnes ; where betheſe yong Geny 

mens hands now ? | | 

Meth. "Poor Genfeman my fon, fone go 

ir, ir 


No wit like 4 Womans, 


Sir 01. Vil have'c now y'faith wife. 
Wid. What are you making here ? 
Sir Ol. I have ſworn, ſweet Madam, 
My ſon ſhall marry Mc Sunſets daughter, 
| And Mr Sanafield mine, 
Wid. So you go well Sir, 
Bur what make you this way then ? 
Sir Ol. This1 for my ſon. 
wid. O back Sir, au bg ' this is no way for him. 
Sanſ. Sir Ol. How : ? 
1d. O let me break an oath, to fave two ſows, 
Leſt I ſhould wake another judgment g G: Eater 
| You come not here for him Sic. 
| FSMsr 01. What's the matter? 
ria. Euher give me free l:ave to make this 
match, 
Or I'll forbid the Banes. 
Sir Ol. Good Macam take it, 
1ia. Here Mr Sandfield then, 
$ir Ol. Cuds Bodkins ! 
Wiad. Take you this Maia. 
'| Sanaf. You conld not pleaſe mz breer, Maism. 
| Ssr Ol. Hoyda ! is this yeur hot love to my 
daughter Cir s ” 
| Wid: Comehither Philip, here's a wife for you. 
| Sir OL. Zunes, he ſhall nec do thar, marry I:s 
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Sifter 7 
Fid. Had he been ruid by you, he had married 
her, 
But now he marries Mr Sunſets dauphrer, 
s And Mr Sandfield yours, I've fav'd your oth Sir 
x | Phil, O may this bleſling hold ! 
Sav. Oc elſe all the 1:quor runs cut. 
Sir 01 What Riddle's this Madam ? 
Wid. A Riddle of ſom? fourteen yerrs of :ge 
onoY, 


dV4 
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Youcan remember Madam, that your daughter 
Was put to nurſe to Mr Sunſets wife. 
Moth. Trae! that we talk'd on lately, 
Sir 01. T gran: that Madem, _ 
id. Then you ſhall grant what follows : Ar that | 
time 
You likewiſe know old Mr Suxfer here 
Grew backward in the worle, till his [aſt fortures 
R3is'd him ro this eſtate. 
Sir Ol. Still this we know too, 
tpid His wife then Nurſe, both to her own and. 
YOUurs, 
And buth ſo yors, of equs] ec2rs, and davghtetrs ; 
Fearing the extremity of her fortunes then, 
Should fill upon ber Infan: ; to prevent ir, 
She cHarg'd the children, k-ot your daughter with 
her, 
And ſ-at her own! -0 yu ſor better fortunes : 
or [33 6 £3250 *u by folemn naihunto'e, 
U on ter dex] [} hed, } have conceald this, 
Bu: now io vrgd here's yours, and this is his. 
Szy Heop! the joy 1s come of onr fide. 
22enth, Hay. 11 caft mine Almanack to the Moon| 
Wt G 4: ditrike out «new one for next Year, 
Phil [: war's exoreffion, this miraculous bleſſing. 
";v Methirks I could ſpring up, and knock my 
Bean af hl yon S Iver- j:el'ng now for joy. | 
1-:4t, Pr iry f3ich, but 1 do not mean to follow| 
you there, fo I my caſhout my Brains againft Charls| 
W -in 


1, ard COMe Cown 2s wiſe as a Carman; | 
$1, 01, I never wontired yet with prearer pleaſure. 
Afoth, What tears bavs 1 beftow'd on 2 lofl 

d 41190 er 
Fees ef her b; Aida ne, 
Wl. Thick Grace, 
ns /ares Noi ench hos ber right rameand place. 
; San 


— 


Nowit likg « Womans, 117 


S»xſ. Tnever heard of this. 
7/14. I'll ſwear you did not Sir. 
Sir 01. How well I bave kept mine oath againft 
my will; . x hg ; He 
Clap hands, and joy go with you. — Well ſaid Boys ! 
Phil; How art thou bleſt from'ſhame, and I from 
ruine? 
$ av. I, from the Bakers Ditch, if I'd ſeen you in, 
Phil. Not pollible the 'whole world to match 
23Fain, 
Such grief, ſuch joy, in minutes loſt and won. | 
Bev. "4x ever -knew more happineſs in leſs com- 
pals? 
Ne'r was poor Gentleman fo bonnd to a Siſter, 
As I am, for the weakneſs of thy minde ; 
Not onely that thy due, bur all our wealth. 
Shall lie as open as the Sun co man, 
For thy employments ; ſo thecharity 
Of this dear Boſom bids me tel} thee now, 
Ars Lew. | amber ſervant for't. 
}#1d. Hab worthy Sifter ! 
The government of all, I bleſs thee with, _ 
_ Cotte Gentlemen, on all perpetual Friend- 
IP. 
Heaven till relieves, what Miſery would deftroy, 
Never was night yet of more general Joy. 
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Of let me ſee what weather ſhall we bave now. ; 


Aoon too, 

7#f# betwees fue and fix this Afternoon : 
T'bu happexs right, the skie for the beſt part clear, 
Save here and there a Cloud or two aiſpers'ad 
That's ſome dizow of Panders, and half a ſcore Pick: 

Peckets, | 
Tou may know thew by their whiSHe, 
eAnd they do well to wſe that while they may : 
For Tybarn craks the Pipe, and oils the Mnfick, 
FYvat ſays the defting of the baur this Evening, 
Hah, fear ns colours. by my troth agreed then, 
T he red and white looks chearfully : For know ye ah, 
T he Planet*s Japiter, you ſhonld be jovial ; 
T here's notbing lets it, but the Sun ith* Dog ; 
Some bark in corners that will ſaws and cog. 
Glad of my fragments for their Ember=week, 
T be Signs ix Gemini too, both hands ſhould meet ; 
T here ſpunld be noiſes th* Air, if all things hap, 
T hough 1 love T hunder, when you make the clap. 
Sowe faults perhaps have flipt, I aws to anſwer ; 
And if in any thing, your revenge appears, 
Send me in, with all your fiſts Abont mine ears, 


F I'NIS. 


Hold fasr now, aud 1 care not. —- Maſs Full 
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Various Hiſtories, with curizus Diſconrſes 1» 


humane Learning, &C. OE | 
IJ Rtericall gc lations of rhe ynired Provinces of 
Flanders, by Cardinall Bentiveglio: Englithed by 

the Right Honorable Henry Earle of Monmouth. Fol. 
2, The Hiſtcry of the Warrs of Flanders, written in 

Italian by that learned and famous Cardinal Bentivo- 

glio ; Engliſhed by the Right Honorable Henry E. of 

Monmouth, The whole worke Illuſtrated with a Map 
| of the 17. Provinces, and aboye 20 Figures of the 
chicfe Perſonages mentioned in this Hiſtory. Fol, -, -. 

3. The Hiſtory of che Warrs of the Emperqr Juſt» 
nian, with the Perſtans, Goths, and Vandalls, written 
in Greek by Procopius of Ceſaria in eight Bookes,tranſ« 
lared into Effglith by Sir Henry Holcroft. Knight, Fol, 

_ 4.De Bello Belgico, the Hiſtory of the Low-Corntry 
Warrs,written in Larine by Famianus Strada, in Eng+ 
lith by Sir Robert Stapyltoh, Illuſtratedqywith divers Fi- 
eUures, Fol. - 

- 5. The uſe of paſhons,written by 7. F; Senalr; and 
pur into Engliſh by Henry,Earle of Monmowh 89. 

6, Judicious and Select Effaics and obſervations by 
the Renowned and learned Knighr, Sir Walter Raleigh, 
with his Apology for his Voyage to Guiana. Fol. ,.. 

7. The Complear Horſeman and Expert Fagrier in 
two books, by Thomss De Grey Eſquire, newly printed: 
with additions... in 4? 1656, | 

$. Unheard-of curioſities concerning the Taliſma« 
nicall Sculprure of the Perffans. The Horoſcope of the 
Parriarch3,and the judgmenr of the Starrs, by F. Gaf- 
farel, Engliſhed by Edmund Chilinead, Ch. Ch. Oxon, - 

9, The Hiſtory of the , Inquifttion , compoſed by 
R. F. Servita,che compiler of thg Hiſtory of the Coun» 

a & 
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cill of Trent, in $'.tranſlated our cf lralian, 

10, Brathanatos, a Paradox of ſclft-murther, by Dr, 
Fo. Donne, Dean of St. Pauls London, 

11. The Gentlemans Exerciſe, or the Arr of lim- 
ning, painting, and blazoning of Coats and Armes,ggc, 
by Henry Peacham Maſter of Arts, 4". _. ; 
:2,M.Howels Hiſtory of Lews the cfirreench King of 
.- France,with the life of his Cardinal de Richelreu, Fol. 

E ' 13, Mr, Howels Epiftole Ho eltane. Familiar letters 
Domeſtick and Forren, in fix S:&ions partly Hiſtori- 
call, Poliricall, Philoſophicall , che firſt Volume 
with Additions, 8 ?. 

14. Mr. Howels new volume of Familiar Jetrers 
partly Hiſtoricall, Politicall, Philofophicall, rhe ſe- 
cond Volume with many Additions. 80 
| 15, Mr, Howels third Vglume of Additionall letters 
| -* of a freſher dare,never before publiſhed. 8?. 
| 16. Mr, Howels Dodono's Grove, or thedUocall Foreſt, 
che firſt part,in 12”, with mony Additions, 
| 17. Mr. Hwel. Dodona's Grove, or the Uacall Foreſt, 
| the ſecond p.utit. s never printed betore. 

S 18. Mr. Howels, : nglands Teares for rhe preſent wars. 
| 1 ' 19, Mr. Howels Fre-eminence and P edegree of Par- 
tiamenr,in 12”, 

20. Mr, Howels Inſtruftions and DireRions for For- 
ren Travels, in 12” with diyers Additions for Tra- 
veiling into Turxy,and the Levant patts. 

21. Mr, Howzls Votz, or a Poem Royall preſent- 
«| ro his late Majeſty,in 42. 

22, Mr, Howe!; Anglie Suſpiria Of lachryme, in 129, 

23. Mergues Virgilio Malvexzi's Romulus and Tay- 
quin,Engiithed &y Hen. Earl of Monmouth,in 120. 

24 Marques Virgilio Malvez1/'s David perſecuted, | | 
Engliſhed by Ro. &ji):y.* 5c, i 02% 

25. Marques Virgilio Malvezxi, of the ſuccefſe and | | 
chicfe eycurs of the Magarchy of Spain, in rhe year | x 

4 1039, 


— ” Wy 


——— i 


heh am. 


Books Printed for Hum phrey Mo eley. 4 


1639. 0: the reyolr of the Catalonians from the King 
of Spain, Englithed by Rob, Gentiz#s Gent,in. $29; 

26. Marques Virgilio Malvezzi!'s confiderations on 
the lives of Alcibiades, and Coriolanus, Two famous 
Roman Commanders, Engliſhed by Rob, Gentil. 

27, Policy unveiled, or Maximes of State, done into 
Engliſh by the Tranſlator of Guſman, in 42. 

28, Gratious priveleg2s granted by rhe King of 
Spaine to our Englith Merchants, in 4%. _ 

29. Englands logking in and eur by Sr. Ralph Mad- 
diſon, Knight, 4?. 

30. Gratie Ludentes, jeſts from the Univerſity. _ 

31. The *Antipathy between the French and the 
Spanyard, an ing fious tranſlation out of Spaniſh, 

32, Mr. Birds grounds of Grammar, in 87, | 

33. Mr. Bulwcrs Phylocophus, or the Deafe and 
Dumb mans friend, in 12%, | 

34. Mc. Bulwers Pathomyotomia, or a DeſleQion 
of the ſigaificative Muſcles of the AﬀeRions of rhe 
Mind, t 2. ; | | | 

35.An Irinenary containing a voyage, made through 
Iraly in the yeares 1646, 1647. 1!luſtrated with gi- 
vers Figures of Antiquity,'never before publiſhed, by 
fohn Raymond, Gent. in 120. 


: Books in Humanity lately Printed. 
36.” TP" He Hiſtory of Lite and Death, or the prolon- 
eation of Life, written by Francis Lord UVery- 
lam, V ilcount St. Alban in 122, 

37. The narturall and experimentall Hiſtory of 
Winds, written in Latine by Francis Lord Verularr 
Viſcount St. Alban, rranſlaced into Engliſh by an ad- 
mirer of the learned Author, 12% . 

38, The life of the moſt learned Father Paul; Au- 
thour of the Hiſtory of the Councill of Trent, rranſla- 


ted out of Italian by a perſon of quality, $*, 
az 239 Para« 


' 


- _—> a ——_—_— _ — 
C3 


39, Paradoxes, Problems, Ch araQers, | 8& . by Dr; 
Donn Dean of St Paul's, to which is added a booke of 
Epigrams, written in Latin by the ſame Author, tranſ- 


| latcd by Iaſper Main. D. D, 12”. 


40. lgnatius his conclave, a Satyr written by Dr. 
Donne Deane of St. Paul s. 12®. 

41. A Diſcovery of ſabterraneall Treaſure, viz. of 
all manner of Mines and Minerals, from rhe Gold, 
to the Coale, with plain directions and rules for the 
finding of them in all Kingdomesand Countries,writ- 
ten by Gabriel Platt. 4 ”. 


42. Richardi Gardiner, ex de Chrifli Oxon. ſdeci- 


men Oratorium. 8*, | 

43. Ine Soveraignty of the Britiſh Seas, written by 
that Icarned Knight Sir [obn Burroughes Keeper of the 
Records in the Tower. 12”, 

44. Grammatica Burleſa,or a new Engliſh Grammar 
made plaine and eallc for Teacher and Schollar,com- 
poled by Edward Burles Maſter of Arts, 

45. Artificiall Arichmerick containing the Quin- 
teflence of the Golden Rule, the rrue valuation of all 
Annuities, alſo ro find the diſtance ar one ſtation 3 An 
Art never till now publiſhed, uſefull for Merchants, 
Gunners, Seamen, and Suryeyors, by Rabert lager of 
Sandwich in Kent Gent. 

46, Narturall and Divine Contemplartions of the 
Paſſions and Faculties of the Soul of Man in three 
books, written by Nicholas Moſeley Eſq. 8”. 
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Divinity, written by ſovie moſt eminent and learned 
Biſhops, and Orthodox Divines. 
47. Manuall of private Devotions & Meditations 
AM every day in the weck, by the right reve- 
rend Facher in God, Lancelot Andrews late Lord Bi- 


ſhop of Winchefter,in 24*. 
4 a # , &* 48, A 
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48, A Manuall of Dirc&ions for the Sick, with ma* 
ny ſwcer Meditations and Dey«tions, by the righC 
reverend Father in God, I,ancelot Andrews, late Lo-d 
Biſhop of Winchefter,in 24 '. 

49. Ten Sermons upon leyerall occaſions, p:exched 
at St, Pauls Crofle, and elſewhere, by the Right reye- 
rend Father in God, Arthur L ake, late Lord Biſhop of 
Bath and Wells. in 40, . 

Fo. Six Sermon$upon ſeverall occaſions, preached 
at Courr before the Kings Majeſty, and elſewhere, by 
chat lare learned and revcrend Divine, 1ohn Donne, 
Dr.in Divinity,and Dean of Sr. Pauls London, in 4?. 

51, Private Deyotions in fix Letanies, with direRi- 
ons and Prayers far the daycs of the weeke and Sa- 
crament, for the houre of Death, and the day of judg- 
ment, and rwa daily prayers, for the Mornigg and E- 
vening,writren þy Dr. Henry Valentine, 24”. 

$2, A Key tothe Key of Scripture, or an expoſition 
with notes upon the Epiſtle ro the Romans, vhe three 
firſt chapters, by William Sclater, Dr. in Divinity and 
Miniſter of,the word of God ar Pitmiſter in Ssmer- 
ſetſhire, in Pl 

53. Sarah and Hagar, or the ſixteenth Chapter of 
Genefis opened in nintecen Sermons, being the firſt 
legitimate Eflay of the pious labours of that learned, 
Orthodox,and indefatigablg Preacher of the Goſpell, 
Mr. Fofgas Shute. B, D. and above 33 years ReQtor of 
St Mary Woolnoth in Lombardffreet, in Folto' 

54.Chriſt's Tears with his love & affeRion towards 
Jeruſalem , delivered in ſundry Sermons upon Luke 
19. v.41, 42. by Richard Maden,B.D.lare of Magdalen 
C olledge in Cam. in.4*s = oy 8 

55, Three Scrmons yiz, The bench of centenrati- 
on, The Affinity of the Faithfull, and The loſt ſheep 
found, by Mr. Henry Smith: 4. 

56, Ten Sermons preached upon ſeverall n—_ 
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and Sainrs dayes, by Peter Hayſted Mr, in Arts, and 
Curar at Uppingham in Rutland, in 4). 

57. Eighteen Sermons preached upon the Incar- 
nation and Nat; viry of our blefled Lord and Saviour 
Jeſus Chriſt, wherein the greareſt miſteries of God- 
lineſs are unfolded, ro the capacity of rhe Weakeſt 
Criſtian,by lohn Dawſon Oxon.in 4®, 

$8.' The Miſtory of the Defenders of the Fairh,diſ- 
courſing the ſtare of Religion in England during 
rhe Reigns of King Henry 8, Ealward 6. Queen Mary, 
and Queen Elizabeth. by C. L.in 4”. | 

59. Chriſtian Diviniry, written by Edmund Reeve 
Barchelour in divinity, in 49. 

60. The Communion-Book Carechiſm expounded 
by Edmund Reeve Barchelour in Divinity, in 40. 

61. Th#rrue and abſolute Biſhop, wherein is ſhew- 
ed how Chriſt is our onely ſhepheard and Biſhop of 
uur ſoules,bv Nicolas ws Meſier in Arts,in 4% 

_ E2, A deſcription of the New-born Chriſtian, or a 
lively patrern. of che Saint militant child of God, 
written by Nicholas Hunt, Maſter in Arrs,ingg®. | 

63. Divine Mcditarions upon the 91. Pſalm, and 
on the Hiſtory of Agag King of Amalek, with an E(- 
ſay of Friendihi> written by an honourable perſon, 

64. An Hiſtoricall Anatomy of Chriſtian Mclan- 
choly,by Edniund Gregory Oton,in 82, 


65.Latarus his Reſt, a Sermon piecached ar the Fu- 


nerall of that pious, learned, and Qrrhodox Divine, 
Mr. Ephrim Udall, by Thomas, Reeve,B.D : 
66. The Survey of Man, in a Sermon as it was de- 
livered by Mr. Fobn Biſhop ar his Fathers funerall. 
_ 67, Bnchiridion containing inſtitutions Divine and 
Maorall, written by Francis Quarles, 24% 
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58, *J*H E Pſalmes of David fromthe new Tranſ- 
b, ppp of the Bible, turned into Meter, to be 
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ſung. aftcr the old runes uſcd in the Churches; by the 
Right Reverend Father in God Henry King Biſhop 0© 
Chichefter.12®. = 

69, Choice Mulick for three voices, and a. rho- 
rough-Baſe compoſed by Mr, Henry and Mir, William 
Lawes, brothers and ſervancs co his late Majeſty ; with 
divers Elegies ſc in Mufick by fevecall friends upon 
the death of Mr. William Lawes.4”. IRS 

70, Letters b:rween the Lord George Digby and-Sir 
Kenelm Digty Knight, concerniag Religion. 8 ?. 

71; Eflaies in Divinity by Dr. Donn D. of Saint 
Paul's,before he entred into holy orders. 12%, 

72. Publike dcvorions, or a Colle&tion of Prayers 
uſed at ſundry times by divers Reyerend and godly 
Divines, together with divine. implorations, and an 
introduction ty prayer.2g%. 99S: 
, 73. The Sinners Tears in Meditations and Prayers 
by T hom@s Fettiplace of Perterhouſe Camb.. 12%. 

' 74. Queſftio Quedlibetica, or a diſcourſe whether ir be 
lawtfull to rake uſe for mony by R, F, Knight. 

75. Sions Proſpe& in irs firſt view preſented. in a 
ſummary of Divine Truths conſenting with the.faich 
proteſſed by the Church of England, confirmed from 
Scriprure and reaſon, compoſed by Mr. Robert Meſſom 
Miniſter:4?. | Ie: 

76. Flares Solitudinis, certaine rare and clegant pie- 
ces,vix. Two cxccllent diſcourſes, 1 Of Temperance 
and Paticncg, 2 Of life and dearh by I. E. Nrerem- 
bergius, The World conreinned; by Eucheris, Zithop of 
Lions. Aac rhe life of Paulinus Bilhop of Nola,colleted 
in his {ickne(i: and retirement, by Henry Vaughan. 

77. 14.Sermons, on ſeverall Texts of Scripture with 
, Catechiſm written by Wiilam Gay Reftor of Buckland. 


" Choyce Poems with excellent T, ranſlutins, by the moſt 
eminent wits of this aze. 
78.T * Pigrammata Fhome Mori Angli, in 16”. 
T9.haFragmenta Aurea, a colleQien of all the incom- 
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Parable Pieces writteri by Sr. John Sucklin - Knight, 8?. 
' $0. Poems, Songs, Sonnets, Elegies, and Lerrers by 
Iohn Donne, wich Elegies on the Authers'death , ro 
which is added divers Copies under his own hand, nc- 
yer before in print, 8”. | 
- 81, Juvenalls 16, Satyrs tranflated by-Sir Robert 
Stapylton, wherein is contained a Survey of the man- 
ners and ations of Mankind, with Annorartions,8”. 
* B2. Muſcus on the loves of Hero and Leander, with 
Leandey's lerter to Hers , and her anſwer,raken our of 
Ovid, with Annotations by Sir Robert Staplyton,in 120, 
23. Poems, &c. written by Mr. Edward Waller of Be- 
"OE OO SO Pn | 
84. Paſtor Fido,rhe fairhfull Shepheard,a Paſtoral], 
newly tranſ]ated our of the Originall, by Mr. Rrchard 
Fanſhaw,F\q; 4. EETE $43 Ee fo 
: 85. Poems, *wirh a diſcovery of the Civill Warrs of 
Rome, by Mr. Richard Fanſhaw, Eſq; in 4*. ED 
- 86, Europa, Cupid crucified, Venus Vigils, with An- 
norations, by Thomas Stanley, Eſq; 8”. | | 
': 87, Coopers Hill, a Poem written by Mr, Fabn 
Denham Eſq, the 2 *Edirion with Additions, 4*. | 
! 88. Medea, 'a Tragedy written in Latin hy Lucius 
Anneus Seneca, Englithed: by Mr. Edward Sherburn 
Eſqz with Annotations, 8%, * > os 
 89.&Seneca's anſwer ro Lucilius his Quzre,why good 
men ſufter-misfortunes, ſeeing there is a Divine pro- 
vidence, Engliſhed by Mr, Edward Sherbggn, Eſq; 89. 
' 90. Madagaſcar with orher Poems,by Sr.W.Davenant. 
91. Poems with a Maſque by Thomas Carew Eſqz;. 
Gentleman of the Privie Chamber'to his lare Maje- 
ſtie,revived and enlarged with Aditions, 8%, + *» - 
92, Poems of Mr. Fohn Milton, with a Maſque pre- 
ſented at Ludþw Caſtle before the Earle of Bridgewa- 
ter, then Preſident of Wales, 8%, 
" 93. Pocms,&c.with a Maſque called The Triumph 
: _ : Eh of 
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of Beauty,by Fames Shirley,Gent. 82. 
94. The Miſtriſs, or ſcycrall Copies of love-yerles 
written by. Mr, Abraham Cowley. 80, | 
95. Steppsrothe Temple , ſacred Poems with the 
delights of the M''ſes'upqn, ſeverall occaſions by Ri- 


chard Craſhaw of Cambridge. 10. 


96. Divine Poems written by Francis Quarles 3®. 
97. Claraftella, wich other occaſtonall Poems, Ele- 


gies, Epigrams, Satyrs, written by R. Heath. Eſq: 


93. Poems written by Mr. William Shakſpeare. 
99.  Arnalte &F Lucenda, or the melancholy Knighr, 


a Pocmranſlared by L. Eaurence. 4*. 


100, The Odes of Caſemire, tranſlated, by Mr, 


George Hills of Newark, 12. 


| 


i101» Alarum to Poets by I, L. 4”. 

102, Fragmenta Poetice or Miſcelianies of Poericall 

Muſtngs,by Nich. Murford Gent. 12% _ | X 
103. HymnusTabaci, Authore Rapbaele Thorio. 82. 

104. Hymns Tabaci, a Poem in Honour of Tobacco 
Heroically compoſed by Raphael Thorizs, made En- 
gliſh by Peter Hayſted Mr. of Arrs,Camb. 8*. 

' 105, 'Olor Iſcanus, a Colle&ion of ſome ſele&t Po- 
ems,and Tranſ]ations, written by Mr. Henry Vaughan 

106. Argalus and Parthenia by Francs Quarles. 

107. The Academy of Complements wherein La- 
dies, Gentlewomen, Schollers and ſtrangers may ac- 
comm3dare their Courtly praftiſ# with genrile Cere- 
monies, -complementall, amorous, high expreflions 
and forms of ſpeaking, or writing of Letters, moſt in 
faſhion, with Additions of many witty Poems and 
pleaſant New ſongs, 129. 
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107. JN Oems and Tranſlations, the compleat works 
of Thontas Stanley Eſq ; 8*. 1 

105, Choice Poems with. Comcdics and T_ 
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dies,by Mr. William Cartwright late ſtudent of Ch. 
Ch. in Oxford, and ProRor of the Univerſiry, The 
Aires and ſongs {cr by Mr. Henry Lawes, fervant to his 
lare Majcfty in his publick and privare Mufick. 

108. Herodian of Alegandria, his Imperiall Hiſtory 
of twenty Roman Ceſars, and Emperours of his rime, 
- firſt wtitren in, Greek, and now converted into an He- 
roick Poem by C. Stapleton. 4. : 

i109. The Card of Courtſhip or the Language of 
love firred to the humours of all degrees, fexes and 


Comlitions. 


Incomyarable Comedies and Tragedies written b y ſeveral 
Ingenious Authors. 


£10. Omedies and Tragedies written by Francs | 


Beaumont, and John Fletcher, never prinred 
before, and new publiſhed byrhe Authors Originals 
_ Copies,contayning 34 playes,and a Maſque, Fal. 

111. The Elder Brother 
112, The Scornfull Lady 


113. The Woman Harter Francis Beaumont, 
114. Thierry and Theodoret by and 
115. Cypids Revenge lohn Fletcher. 


116. Monſteur Thomas 

117. The two Noble kinſmen 

118, The Country Captain and the Variety , two 
Comedies written bPa perſon of Honour. 12, 

119. The Sophy,a Tragedy writen by Mr.Iohn Den- 
bam Eſq,Fol. 

120, Brennoralt,or the diſcontented Collonel,a Tra- 
gedy wrirren by Sir Iohn Suckling Knight. 4®. 

121. The deſerving Favorite by Mr, Lod.Carlet. 


122, Albovine King of Lombardy 

123, The Juſt red Sir William 
124. The Cruel Brother by 

x25, The Unfortunate Lovers Davenant. 


126, Loyc and Honour 


Ov 
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127. The Sophiſter by Dr. Z. 
128, Revenge of Buſy D Amboxs . | 
129. Byrons Conf] piracy George Chapman 
| 130, Byrons Tragedy. 
' 131, Contention for Honour and riches J F. Shirley 
132, Triumph of Peace in 4? | 
' 133. The Durcheſs of Malfy by Tohn Webſter. 
134. The Northern laſs by Richard Broome. 
135. The Cid, a Tragicomedy tranſlated out ef 
French by loſeph Rutter Gent. 122. 
' 136, The Wild Gooſe Chaſe a Comedy written 
by Fr. Beaumont and John Fletcher, Fol. 
137. The Widow, a Comedy by Ben: Iobnſon, lon. 
Fletcher, and T: Middleton. | | 
138, The Changling by T Middteton and Rowley. 4. 
239, Six new plaies. 1, The Brothers. 2. The Si- 
ſters. 3. The Doubrfull Heir. 4. The Impoſture, . 
The Cardinall. 6. The Courr-Secrer, by I. Shirley. 
140, Five new plies. 1.A mad couple well martchr, 
2 The Novella, 3. The Court Begger. 4. The 
Ciry Wir. 5; The Damoiſelle, by Richard Broome 
141, The Tragedy of Alphonſiss Emperor of Germa- 
ny,by George Chapman 4®. 
142, Two Tragedies.viz.Cleopatra Queen of Zgypr, 
and AgrippingEmprefſe of Rome, by Thomas May Eſq. 
P layes lately Printed. 
14 -T He Gentleman of Venice, A Tragi-Comedy 
by Zames Shirley. 
144. The Policitianja Tragedy by James Shirley. 
145, The Paſſionate Lovers in two parts, by Mr, 
Lodowick Carlel. 
146. Mirza, A Tragedy, really ated in Peyffa with 
Annotations by Robert Barron Eſq;. 
147+. Three new playes, viz. 1 The Baſhfull Lover. 
2 The Guardian, 3 The very woman, by Phillip Mef- 


 ſenger, Gent, 
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; New and Excellent Romances. 
143. E- Aſandra the Fam'd Romance, the whole 


work 'in ſive _ written in French, and 


now 09; 9%] ly rendere 


quality, Fol. 
149. Ibrahim or the Illuſtrious Beſia, an excellent 


new Romance, the whole worke in foure parts, written 
in French by Monſteur de Scudery, and now Engliſhed 


by Henry Cegan Genr. Fol. 
150. Artamene;, or the Grand Cyrus, an excellent 


new Romance, written by that famous wir of France, 


Monfieur de Scudery Governour of Noſtre-dame, and now 


Engliſhed by #.G. Eſqz. Fol. | 
151, The continuation of Artamenes, or the Grand 


Cyrus, that excellent. new Romance, being the third | 


and fourth parts, written by that Famous wir of France, 
Monfienrde Scudery Governour of Noſtre-dame, and now 
Englithed by F. G. Elq;. Fol. 

152. The third Velume of Artamenes or the Grand 
Cyrus, that excellent new Romance, being the fift and 
fixr parts, written by that famous wit of France, Mon- 
freur de Scudery Governouar of Noftre-dame,and now En- 


gliſhed by F, G. Eſq;. Fol. 
I53. The fourth Volume of Artamenes,or the Grand 


Cyrus, thar Excellent new Romance, bcing the ſea- 
venth and eighth parts, written by that Famous Wir 
of France, Monfteur de Scudery Governour of Noftre-dame, 
and now engliſhed by F. G. Eſqz. Fol. | 

154. The Hiſtory of Polexander, a Romance, En- 


gliſhed by William Browne Gent. Fol, 
155. The Hiſtory of the Baniſhed Virgin, a Ro- 


marice tranſlated by I. H, Eſq;. Fol. 
156, Caſandra the fam'd Romance,the three firſt 


baeks, Elcgantly rendred inro Englith by the Right 


Honorable the Lord George Dighy. 8”. 


157, The Hiſtory of Philoxipes and Palicrite, a Ro- 
| mance 


into Engliſh by a perſon ot | 
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mance, made Engliſh by an honorable perſon. 8?. 
158, The Hiſtory of Don Feniſe, a new Romance, 
written in Spanith by Franciſco de las Coveras;Englith- 
ed by a Perſon of Honour, 8, _ 
159. Aurora Iſmenta, and the. Prince, with Oronta the 
Cyprian Virgin, tranſlared by Thomas Stanley Eſq;. 
169, Cleopatra; a new Romance, Engliſhed by a 
Geanr. of the Inner Iemple, in 8”, 
161. La Stratonica or the unfortunate Qeene; a new 
Romance, tranſlared into Engliſh. 
162.Choice Novels,and Amorous Tales written by 
he moſt refined wits of Italy , newly tranſlated into 
E£nglith by a perſon of quality, in 8?. 
163, Nijeng, a new Romance, Englithed by an Ho- 
zorable perſon, in 8”. 
164. Dianea, a new Remance, written in Italian by 
310 Franciſco Loredano, a Noble Venetian, Engliſhed 


y Sir Afton Cockaine, in 80, 


Bookes lately printed for Hamphrey Moſeley. 
65. German Diet, or the Ballance of Europe, 
Avtern the power and weaknefle,glory,and 
zproach, Vertues and Vices, Plenty and Wants, Ad- 
anrages and Defects, Antiquiry and Modernes of all 
ie Kingdomes and ſtares of Chriftendome are Im- 
artially poiz'd by James Howel Eſq;. Fol. 

166, Renatus des Cartes', excellent compendium of 
luſick with neceflary and juditious Animadyerſons 
1ereupon, by a perſon of Honeur, Illuſtrated with 
vers figures in 49, 

167. The Scarlet Gowne, or the Hiſtory of the 
yes of all the preſent Cardinals of Rome, written in 
alianand Engliſhed byHenry Cogan, Gent. 80, 

168. A diſcourſe of conſtancy, Ly Juſtus Lipfius, 
ichfully Engliſhed by R. G, ſfomerimes of Ch. Ch. 


£n, containing many ſweet conſolations for all chat 
are 
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are aftiicted in body, or in mind, 1 20, | 
169. Le Chemin abrege, or a compendious Method 
far the atraining of Sciences in a ſhort time, with the 


Srarurtes of the Academy of Cardinall Richelien, En- 


glithed by R. G, Gent. 

170. Ihe Academy of Eloquence, containing a 
compleat Engliſh Rhethorick, with common places 
and termes to ſpeake and write fluently cs ro 
the preſent mode, rogerher with letters amorous and 
morall, by Thomas Blunt. Gent, 129, 

I71. The Secretary in faſhion, or a compendious 
and rcfined way ot exprefſien in all manner of lerrers, 
with inſtrutions hew to write lerrers of all ſorts, com 
poſcd in French by P, Sr de la Serre, in 80, 


172, Curia Politie, or the Apologies of ſeverall | 


Princes juſtifying ro rhe World their moſt eminent a- 


ions by the ſtrengrth of Reaſon, and the moſt cx- | 
a& rules of, Policy , by the acurare pen of Monſieur de 
Scugevy, Governer of Noftre-dame, and now Engliſhed | 
With che figures of many Emperors and Kings. 
<2 # ZeoTNAR,or obſervations or the preſent man- | 


| 


CO” \ 


ners of che Enpliſh, briefly anatomizing rhe living, ; | 


by the dead, with an uſefull dere&ion of the Mounte- | 


banks of both ſexes by Richard Whitlock M.D, late fel- 
low of all Souls Colledge in Oxon 82. 174 

174, Schole Wintonienſis Phraſes Latine The Lartine 
Phraſes of Wincheſter School, corre&ted and much aug- 


menred with Poericalls added, and four Trads. 1, Of. 


words not to be uſed by elegant Lariniſts. 2, The dit- 
ference of words like one another in ſound or figniti-| 
cation. 3, Some words goyerning a ſubjun&ive mood 
nor mentioned in Lilltes Grammer, 4. Concerning. 


C 


xgthe & ſpwtty for entring children upon making of. 
hemes, by H. Robinſon D. D. ſometimes ſchool-rna- 
ſter of Wincheſter Colledge, publiſhed for the common 
uſe and benefit of Grammer ſchools, 


175. A- 
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175. Atbeiſmus Vapulans,or a Treatiſe againſt Atheiſm 
rationally confuring the Arheiſts of theſe rimes by 
William Towers,late ſtudent of Ch. Ch, Oxon. 


Septem. Of che Obligationof Promiflory Oarhes, ſe- 
ven LeRures read- in the Divinity Schools art Ozford 
by Robert _ Sanderſon D. D. and engliſhed by his Jare 


Majcſties appointment. 82. 

177. Politick Maxims and obſervations writren 
the moſt learned Hugo Grotizs, tranflaced for rhe eaſe 
and benefit of the Englith ſtareſmen by H.C. 5. F.'B. 

178, The perfe& Horſeman or the experienc'd 
ſecrers of Mr, Markhams fifty yearcs praftice, 
ſhewing how a man may come ro be a Generall 
| Horſe--man by the knowledge of theſe ſeven Offices, 


Viz. The Breeder ?} Ambler aaa Wh 


| Feeder F Rider F Buyer 
| Publiſhed with ſome Additions by Lancelor Therford 
| Pra#itioner in the ſame Art. 4o. yeares. 

179, Divine Poems writcen by Tho, Waſhborn. B, D. 
' 180. Buxtorf's Epitome of his Hebrew Grammar, 
Englithed by lohn Davis Mr, of Arts. | 
| 181. Faſciculus Poematum fy Epigrammatiim Miſcel 4 


1 neorum Authore lohanne Donne. D.D. 
1 82, Poemata Graca (g Latina, 4 Gulielmo Cartwright, 


C, C. Oxon. 
183, The Marrow of Complements, containing A- 


| morous Epit'-s, complementall egrerrainmenrs, Di- 
]alogues, ſongs, and Sonners, preſentations of riſes, in- 
]ftruRions for Woers,* with other pleaſanc pallages, 
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1184 He fifth Volume of Artamenes , or the Grand 
I Cyrus, that excellent new Romance ; being 
J rhe ninth and tenth Parts: Written by that famous 


wit of France, Monfitur de Scudery, Governour of Naftye- 


; 
\ 


195. De Juramenti Obligatione promiſſorij PraleSiones 


Ce Cena —s ——— , : | 
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dame, and now <nglithed by F. G. Elq. . - 
185 Eliſe, or, Innocency guilty ; a new Romance , 
tranſlated into Engliſh by Fohn Fennings Gent. 

I 86 Clelia, an excellent new Romance , writren in 
French , by the exquiſite pen of Monfieur de Scndery , 
Governour of Noftredame de la Gard. 

187 Ceralbo, a nzw Romance in _ Bookes ; 
written in Italian by Cavalier Gio Franceſco Biondi, and 
now faithfully rendred into Engliſh, 

188 The Lufiad, or, Pertugalls Hiſtoricall Poem ; 
tranſlated into Engliſh by Richard Fanſbaw, Eiq« 

189 The Hiſtoryof Philoſophy, the firſt Part; by Tho, 
Stanley, Elq. oY 

I90 The Hiſtory of the Kingdome of Naples , with 
the lives of all their Kings; written by that. famous 


Antiquary, Scipio Mazzella, with an Addirign of what 


happened during thc Rebellion of Maſſaniello , and 
continued ro this preſent yeare, by 1. H, Eſq;. 
I91 Mr, Howel's furth Volume of tamiliar Letters , 
never publithed before. 20 
192 Manziny, his moſt exquiſite Academicall Dil- 


courſes upon leverall choice Subjects; turned into | 


French by that famous Wit , Monſtewr de Scudery, and 
into Englith by an Honourable Lady. 
193 Ihe Engliſh Treaſury of Wit and Language , di- 
geited into common places, by lohnCotg rave, Gent, . 
194Luſus Serius,a Philolophicall Diſcourſe, of the 
ſuperiority of the Creatures , by Michael Mayerus. 


- , 195 Ihe A4phoriſms of Hippocrates, with a ſhort 
Comment on them ; taken our ofGalen , Heurnius , + 


Fachſtus, &c. 
I96 Euphrates, or, the waters of the Eaſt, by Eugent- 
ut Philalethes.. 
197. Hermtticall Phyfck, or the way to preſerve and 
reſtore health, by Henry Nollinus Chymiſt, and Engli- 
ſhed by Henry Vaughan, Gent, 
198, The 


d}. 3 
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198 Dr Valentine's private Devotions in Welch, 

199 Mantuan s Echgues, Ensliſhed by The, Harvey. 

200 Medici Catholicon; or, a Cartnolick Medicine for 
che Diſcaſes of Chariry; by John Collop, Dr. of Phy lick. 

201 Poeſis Rediviva, or, Poetry reviv'd , by Fohn 
Collop, M. D. 

202 The Saints Expectation and Reward ; A Sermon 
ar the Funerall of Mr. Thomas Wiborow , by Michael 
Thomas Miniſter of Stackgen it: Shropſhire. 

203 A Sermon againſt Murder , occahon'd by the 
Malſlacre of rhe Proteſtants in the Dukedome of S4- 
voy ; by William Towers B. D. 


Bocks Printed this 1 erme, 


204, Ageuagli di Parnaſſo; or, Advertiſements from 

P arnaſſus: Writcen in Italian by that Fa- 
ous Roman Frajano Pocalin!, and pur into Engliſh by 
the right Honorable, Henry Earlc of Monmouth. 

205 Acomplear Hiſtory of che Lives and Reigncs 
of Mary Queen of Scotland, and of her Son and Suc- 
ceflour , Fames the Sixth, King of Great Brittain , 
France, and lreland, by William Sanderſon. 

206 The Deſtruction of Troy , an Eflay upon the 
ſecond Book of Virgil's Aineis, by Jobn Denham, Eſq. 

207 Poems, viz. 1 Miſcellanies. 2, The MiSreſe , 
or Loye-Verſes. 3. Pinfarique Odes: 4. Davideis, or. a 
ſacred Poem of the Troubles of David 3 by A. Cowley. 
. 208 God Incarnate , chewing thar Jeſus Chriſt is the 
Only, and the moſt high God, In foure Books, contai- 
ning Animadverſons on Dr. Luſhingtons Comentary 
ypon the Epiſtle rothe Hebrewes, by Edmund Porter, 
late of St. lohn's Cell. Camb.Prebend of Norwich. 

209 Ducis Buckingham! in Ream Inſulam Ecpeiditio : 
Authore Edovardo Dommo Herbert, Barone de Cherbi:-- 
ry. Quam publ/ici Furis fecit Timochcis Balduinus, L.L. 
DoFor & Coll, Omn, Azim, apud OxonicnlesSocins. 

b 210, Ihg 
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210, The Ch -oc of Antwerp, wiitten in Latine by | 


Famianus Strad, Engiithed by Tho. Lancafter, Gear. 

211 The H:ftory of Philoſophy , che ſccond Parr , by 
Tho. Stanley Eq. 

212 Clelie, 2n excellent new Romance, the ſecond 
Voluine: Written in French by the exquiſite Pen of 
Monfteur de Scudery, Governour of Neſtredame. 

213 Argalus and Parthenia, writtcn by. Francis 
Quaries, and illuftrared with 30 Figures, cut in Cop- 
p-r relating to che Story. 

214 Praficall Arithmetick, in whol: Numbers 
Fractions, and Deciraals; irted to the leverall uſcs of 
Gentl-men , Merchants, or Trades-men; by Richard 


Rawlins, P:rofcfior thereof, 1 in Great Yenmouth. 
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215, Lofſographia , or a DiQionary interpreting | 


Fall ſuch hard words, whether Hebrew, 
Greek, Latin, Italian, Spaniſh, French, &c, as are 
now uled in our Refined Engliſh tongue : Alſo the 
Tea: mes of Divinity, Law, Phyſick, Mathemaricks, 
Heraldry, Anatomy, War, Muſick, ArchireQure, ex- 
plained by Thomas Blounr of thc Inner Temple, Bar. 


reſter. 


216, Aſtrea, A Romance written in French by Meſ- | 


fire Honore D'V rfe, and now Tranſlated into Englith, 


217, An Introdugtion into the Greek Tongue | 


moſt plainly delivering the principall matters of a "tf 


Grammar thereof, +7 = 36 at for their ſakes which un- | 
yet are defirous to haye come | 
erent Knowledge in thar language, by Edmund Reeve. | 


derſtand not Lartinz; an 


BE; Inftrucer of all te Ociginall Tongues. 

218 The Rules of the Latine Grammar conſtruzd, 
which were omitted in the Book called Lillies Rules, 
and the Syztaxis conſtrued by Edmund Reeve. B, D. 


Inſtruer in all che Originall Tongues, 
219, Pol- 
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219, Policick Diſcourſes writt:n in Italian by Paul 
Peruta, Gear. of Venjce, Englithed by che Right Hono- 
rable Henry Earl: of Monmouth, 

221, Ofchec Patlion of the Soule, and contentment 
of mind, by Peter du Moulin, the Sonne. D. D. 


1 heſe 10985 1 daparpuſe to Prin very ' ſpeedety. 
22.2 E ſterides,or The Muſes Garden, ſtored with yari- 

cry of the choiſeſt flowers of Language and 
Learning, wherein grave and ſcrious minds may be re- 
freſhed with rhe ſollid fruirs of Philoſophy, Hiſtory, & 
Coſmography, intermixed with the ſwee:s of Poetry ; 
And the ceremonious Courtier, The Paflionate Amo- 
riſt, with his admired Lady, may gather Raritics Sui- 
table ro their Fancies, by lobn Evans, Gent. 

223. Moſaicall Philotophy , written in Latin by 
Robert Fludd, Eſq; and Dr in Phyfick, and by himſe!te . 
afterwards tranſlared into Englith, 

224. Diſquifitions upon rhe Nativity of our Sayi- 
our Jelus Chriſt, by the HenoraHle Sir Iſaac Wake. 

225 The Expedition of the Duke of Buckingham into 
rhe Iflc of Ree, written in Larine by the Right Ho- 
nourable EdwardLord Herbert of Cherbury, &c. and now 
rendred into Engliſh' | 

226, The Lite of A Satyricall Puppy, Called Nim, 
who worrieth all thoſe Satyriſts he knowes, and barkes 
at the reſt by W. D. 

227, The Anatomy of Prophane Love, written in 

Italian, and Engliſhed by I. S. 

| 228,Nicholas Flammell his Expoſition of his Hyera- 
olyphicall Figures, with the ſecret Book of Artephius 
1 and the Epiſtle of John Pontanus concernis the Phi- 
loſophers Stone, YF* Wirh an Addition upon the 
ſame Subject written by Synetzus that moſt Learned 
and Famous Grecian Abbor,never Printed before. 

229. Brittain's Ida written by that Renowned Poer 
dmund Spencer. 


238. A 


P 
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230, A Diſcovery of the Hollanders trade of Fiſh- 
ing, and their Circumventing us therein, with the 
meanes how to make prof of the fithing,by which they 
have made and yet do reap fo great a benifir,by Sir W. 
Manſon Knight ſomrimes Vice-Admirall of England. 

231. Sir, Charles Cornwallis his Negotiation as Lei- 
ger Ambaſlador for Spazne, 

232, A Diſcovery of the Stare of Chriſtendom, con- 
raining many ſecret paſſages and hidden Myfteries of 
the times both paſt and preſent with Hiſtoricall and 
Poliricall Obſervarions thereon by a perſon of Honour. 

233. A Grammar Lecture with Elegics, written by 
Francis Beaumont Gent, 

234. A Diſcourſe touching peace with Spain and re- 
taining the Nerherlands in Prote&ion written by 
Sir Walter Raleigh Knight; preſerned to his Majeſty. 

23s. A Diſcourie of the Warre of Germany with the 
Lord Chancel!or Bacon'sPertition and Submiſſion rothe 
Houſe of Pecrecs. 

226, Andrea Palladio his four Books of ArchiteRure 
ercaring of private Buildings, Highwayes, Piazzas 
exerciſing places and Temples, Tranſlated our of Ira- 
lion, by, H. L. Elſg; 

259: The Diſtreſles. 
38. The fair Favorite. 
5 


By Sir W. Davenant 


241, The Spartan Ladyes. 
242. The Diſcreet Lover or the ( gy, 1 gdow; : 
Fool would be a Favorite jet] OY hy 
243. Oſman the Great Tark or 


the Noble Scryant. 
244, Morc Diflemblers. then 


Women. B T 0 
249. Won:n beware Women. "909 Mig/eten, 
246, No Help Flike a Womans, 
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